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The Engliſh Boo#ſeller's 
Advertiſement. 


E have had of late Years ſo 
S422 few new Plays publiſhed in 
England, eſpecially Tragedies, 
9 that, as Mr. Marmaduke Myrtle 
SEnSc22) gbſcrves in one of his late 
Lovers, a Man who frequents the Play- 
houſe has got 'em all by Hur: My Pur- 
pole therefore is to preſent the World once 
a Month with a Couple of tranflated 'Tra- 
edies {titchrt up together. They ſhall be 
ich as are in greateſt Vogue in France, 
where 'tis allow'd they excel in that ſort 
of Poem. The Reception which ſome of 
their Tragedies have met with upon our 
Stage, with little or no Alteration but of 
Language, is my Encouragement, to get 
ſuch of em put into Engliſh as are not yet 
done: And tho' I begin with Racine, yet 
that ſhall not hinder me from taking in o- 


ther later Authors, as I ſee occaſion: And 


accordingly the next Month's Entertain- 
ment will confiſt of two Plays, that he- 
tween 'em had a run very lately of above 
One hundred and twenty Nights together, 
as I am credibly informed by ſome Engliſh 
Gentlemen lately come from Paris. 
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M. RAcIN ES Preface. 


AIS Tragedy of Britannicus, I may truly ſay. 
* is what has coſt me the moſi Pains of 2 4 
ever writ, Nr I muſt own, the Succeſs did 
not preſently anſwer my Expectation. Scarce 
27 had it appeared upon the Stage when there 
V vroſe up againſt it a Crowd of Critics, that 
ſeem d as if they would have deſtroyed it. I my ſelf believed 
it would in the run of it have worſe luck than my other Tra- 
gedies. But at length it has hat pen d to this Play, as it will 
always to Works that have any thing good in them: The Cri. 
ticks are vaniſh d; The Play remains. The Publick daily reſort 
10 it with more Pleaſure than to any of my others. And if I 
ever writ any thing of true Value, and which deſerves any Praiſe, 
the beſt Fudges agree tis this ſame Britannicus. 

Indeed I work'd upon Models that very much help'd me in 
the Deſcription I was deſirous of making of the Court of A- 
grippina and Nero. I copy'dmy Characters from the greateſt 
Painter of Antiquity ; I mean Tacitus, And I was ſo taken 
with that excellent Hiſtorian, that there is hardly a bright 
Thought in my Tragedy, but what he gave me the Idea of. 
I had a deſign of making an Extract of the moſt — 
Paſſages, which I have endeavoured to imitate, But I found 
ſuch an Extract would take up almoſt as much Room as the 
whole Tragedy. The Reader therefore will give me leave to 
refer him to that Author, who is in every body's Hands. And I 
ſhall content my ſelf with relating here ſome one of his Paſſages 
upon each of the Charadters I have introduced upon the Stage. 

To begin with Nero, It is to be obſerved he is here in the 
firſt Years of his Reign, which every body knows were happy: 
Therefore I was not allow'd to repreſent him ſo wicked as 
was afterwards, Not that I repreſent him as a vwertuous 
Man: He was never that. He has not as yet murthered his 
Mother, his Wife. his Governors: But he has in him the Seeds 

* all thoſe Crimes. He begs to have an itching to ſhake off 
the Wie. He hates them all and conceals his Hatred under 
falſe Careſſes, Factus naturd velare odium fallacibus blan- 
ditiis. In @ word, he is here a growing Monſter, but dares 
not yet declare him elf, and ſeeks for Colours for his evil Acli- 


n. Hactenus Nero flagitiis & ſceleribus velamenta 
5 quæſivit. 
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quæſivit. He could not endure Octavia, a Princeſs of an 


« exemplary Goodneſs and Virtue, ” Fato quodam, an quia 
prevalent illicita. Metuebaturque ne in ſtupra fœminatum 
illuſtrium prorumperet. 

I give him Narciſſus for a Confident. In this I have fol- 
lowed Tacitus, who ſays. that Nero was very much af- 
« flifled at the Death of Narciſſus, becauſe that free Slave 
« bad a wonderful Conformity with the as yet hidden 
« Vices ms Prince. Cujus abditis adhuc Vitiis mire 
congruebat. This Paſſage proves two things. It proves that 
Nero was already vitious, but diſſembled his Vices, and thas 
Narciſſus encouraged him in his evil Iuclinatious. 

I have choſen Burrhus, to optoſe againſt that Peſt of 4 
Court. And I have choſen him befors Seneca for this Rea- 
fon: © They were both Governours of Nero's Youth; the one 
fer Arms; the other for Letters, And they were both very 
« Eminent; Burrhus 45 his Experience in War, and for the 
Severity of his Manners, Mllitaribus curis & ſeveritate 
morum; Senc ca for his Eloquence, and the agreeable Turn 

of his Wit ; Seneca praceptis eloquentiz & comitate ho- 
neft4. Burrhus after his Death was very much lamented, 
2 of his Virtue; Civitati grande deſiderium ejus 
„ manfit per memoriam virtutis. 

All their Difficulty was to ſtem the Pride and Turbulency of 
Agrippina, quæ cunctis malæ dominationis cupidinibus 
flagtans, habebat in partibus Pallantem. I ſay ne more of 
Agrippina. for there would be too many things to ſay upon 
that Topick. Her I have eſpecially labour d to expreſs ac- 
cording to her true Character. and my Tragedy is no leſs the 
Downfal of Agrippina, than the Death of Britannices, © whoſe 
* Death was a Thunderbolt to her, and it appeared ( ſays 
** Tacitus) by her Conſternation. that ſhe was as innocent of it 
«* as Octavia. Agrippina in him loft her laſt Hope and the Per pe- 
tration e that Crime made her fear agreater : Sibi ſupremum 
auxilium ereptum, & Parricidii exemplum intelligebat. 


The Age of Britannicus was ſo well known, that I coul not 


pofſivly repreſent him otherwiſe than as a young Prince that had 
4 great deal of Courage, very Amorous and open hearted, 


the ordinary Dualities of a young Man. He was fifteen 


« Years old and tis * he had a great deal of Wit; perhaps. 
* be hall, or perhaps his Misfortunes made People over weening- 
| A 
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* ly think ſo before he was able to give any Marks of it 
Neque ſegnem ei fuiſſe indolem ferunt, ſive verum, 
ſeu periculis commendatus retinuit famam fine experi- 
mento. 

It is no wonder he had ſo bad a Man as Narciflus a- 
bout him; for © Care was long before taken, that there ſhould 
* be ſet about Britannicus, none but ſuch as had neither 
* Faithnor Honour. Nam ut proximus quiſque Britan- 
inco neque fas neque fidem penſi haberet, olim proviſum 
erat. | 

It remains to ſpeak of ſunia. We muſt not confound her 
with an old Coquet whoſe Name was Junia Silana, Mine is 
another Junia whom Tacitus calls Junia Calvina, of the Fa- 
mily of Auguſtus, Siſter of Silanus, to whom Claudius had 
promiſed Octavia. This Junia was young, beautiful, and as 
Seneca ſays Feſtiviſſima omnium puellarum. * Her Bro- 
ther and ſhe loved each other tenderly and their Enemies 
* (ſays Tacitus) accuſed them of Inceſt, the they were guilty 
* only of a little Indiſcretion. She lived till the Reign of 
« Veſpaſian. 2408 

I make her enter among the Veſtals tho“ according to Aulus 
Gellius no body was ever received there under ſix Years old, 
nor above ten. But here the People er under their 
Protection: And ] conſidered, that in reſpect to her Birth, to 
her Virtue and to her Misfortunes they might diſpenſe with the 
Age preſeribed by the Laws, as they had before "ID with 
the Age of ſo many great Men for the Conſulſhip, when their 
Merits had intituled them to that Privilege. 


DRAMAT IS PERSONE. 


Nero, Emperor, the Son of Agrippina. 
Britannicus, Son to the Emperor Claudius. 
Burrhus, Governor to Nero. 

Narciſſus, Governor to Britannicus. 


— 0 


Agrippina, the Widow of Domitius Enobarbus, 2 whom ſhe N 


5% Nero; and, by a ſecond Marriage, Widow of the Emperor 
Claudius, | 

Juni, the Miftreſs of Britannicus. 

Albina, Agrippina's Confident. 


SCENE hes at Rome, in an Apartmeut of Nero's Palace, 


he 
or 
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Enter Agtippina and Albine, 


ALBIN A. 


1AT's this! whilſt Nero does to Sleep 
indulge, 
Muft Agrippina his Up- riſing wait 
Wand'ring 1'th* Court, ung uarded, un- 


——U U — Gs — —— 


attended, 
Muſt Caeſar's Mother watch the Door 
of Ceſar! [ment 


Madam, | pray turn back to your Apart+ 
Ar. Not for a Moment will | quit the Place: 
No, | will wait his coming forth, Albina: 
The Pain, the mortifying Pain he gives me. 
Will keep Me full-employ'd whilſt He repoſes, 
All my Fore-boadings are but too too ſure. 
Nero againſt Byitannicus declares: 
Th' impatient Nero throws off his Conſtraint: 
Tir'd with the People's Love, he will be Fear'd. 
Britannicus, Albma, is his Eye-fore: 
And, in my Turn, I too am grown unwelcome, 
Alb, You! to whom Nero owes the Lite he breathes a | 
Why 
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Who from the diſtant rear of Empire call'd him, 
And in diſ heriſon of Claudius Son 
Bade him be Ceſar! ſuch high Favours, Madam, 
Muſt bind him ever to you. 
Agr. True, Albina: 
All this ſpeaks for me, if he's grateſul- minded, 
But if ungratetul, all this ſpeaks againſt me. 
Alb. Ungrateful, Madam! no. his whole Deportment 
Beſpeaks a Soul too conſcious of its Duty. 
For three whole Years what has he ſaid, what done, 
That does not promiſe Rome a perfect Emp'ror ? 
For that full Space, Rome, govern'd by his Cares, 
Fancies the Conſuls times (blen Age) return d. 
He rules her like a Father. Every Virtue 
Auguſtus had when old, young Nera boaſts. 

Agr. True: Hle begins there where Augufius ended. 
But much I fear, that, devious in his Courſe, 
Nero will end as t' other did begin. 

In vain he Counterfeits: the thin Diſguiſe 

Lets in a piercing Eye: His Brow betrays liim: 
His Compotition's Cruelty and Pride, 

Th' inherent Vices of the Blood he ſprung from. 
Firſt Fruits of Tyranny are always Fair. 

So Caius tor a time was Rome's Delight, 

But his feign'd Goodneſs turning into Fury, 

He that was Rome's Delight became her Horror, 
But af:er all, What is't to me, if Nero 

Should chance to perſevere in Virtue's track? 

Did I ro him commit the Helm of State 

To be conducted as the Senate liſted? 

If he affects The Father of his Country, 

And hugs himſelf in gew-gaw Titles, let him: 
But is not Agrippina ſtill his Mo her? 

And yet what Term, what Name are we to give 
Th' Attempt which this Day's riſing Sun reveal'd? 
He knows (nor can their Paſſion be unknown) 
That Funia by Britannicus is lov'd: 

And yet the tender Maid, by this ſame Nero, 
This virtuous Ners, is in dead of Night 

Forc'd from her own Apartment: Was it Hatred 
Or Love inſpix d his Miad ? or acts he thus 


For 
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For very Miſchief's ſake? no, no, his Malice 
On Them avenges the Support I give em. 
Alb. You, Madam, their Support! 

Agr. Hold, dear Albina: ; 
To Me alone, tis true, they owe their Ruin: 
By Me Britannicus was headlong hurl'd 
From his juſt Hopes of filling Claudius Throne, 
When brave Silanus. of imperial Race, 
Already was affianc'd to Octavia. 
Already greeted Claudius Son- in- law, 
I broke the Match, and marry'd her to Nexo. 
Nero has all, is all: Mine be the Care 
To ballance well the Scales twixt him and them, 


That ſo, Britannicus in time to come, 


May trim the Scales betwixt my Son and me. 
Alb. O Policy profound 
Agr. Thus from the Storm 

I have one ſafe eſtabliſhr Port to fly to. 

Nero would ſcape me, wer't not for this Bridle. 
Alb. Why ſuch ſuperfluous Cares againſt a Son? 
Agr. I {con ſhould fear him, ceaſt he me to fear. 
Alb. Perhaps a groundleſs Terrror does alarm ye: 

But if the ties of Duty are relax'd, 

And he no more performs the Filial Part, 

His Change at leaft eſcapes the common Sight, 

And between you and Cæſar theſe are Secrets, 

Whate'er new Titles Rome deferrs to Him, 

Nero takes none but what he gives his Mother. 

His laviſh Friendſhip is without Reſerve. 

Your Name in Rome as ſacred is as Nero's. 

Scarce is the ſad Octavia ever mention d. 

Your Sire Auguſtus honour'd leſs his Lrvia. 

The Faſces crown'd with Lawrel, Nexo firſt 

Permitted to be borne before his Mother. 

What greater Teſtimonies can you wiſh? 

Agr. Leſs of Reſpect, and more of Confidence. 

Thele Grants, Albina, do but chafe my Sore. 

I fee my Hon urs rife, and Credit fall. 

No, no, the Time's no more when Nero, young, 

Diſmiſt to Me the Suits of proftrate Courtiers, 

Lodg'd in My Hands the Goyernment's whole weight, - 
al ian 
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And ne'er but when J pleas'd conyen'd the Senate: 
My ſelf alone, unſeen, behind the Curtain, 
Was that huge Body's animating Soul. 
As yet, unconfident of Rome's Good-will, 
My Son's high Station had not turn'd his Head. 
That Day. that fatal Day till ſtrikes my Mind, 
When Nero, dazl'd and made drunk with Glory, 
Receiv'd Ambaſſadors from num'rous Kings 
Offering the Homage of the Univerſe: 
vent to ſeat me by him on his Throne: 
(1 know not whoſe curſt Counſel wrought my Shame) 
But Nero's Viſage, at my firſt Appearance, 
Spoke him Indignant: And my Heart miſgave me. 
To varniſh with a falſe Reſpect th' Affront, 
Th' Ingrate roſe up, and running to embrace me, 
Put me beſide the Throne, among his Slaves. 
Since this ſharp Blow, the Pow'r of Agrippina 
Declines each Day, and haſtens tow'rds its fall. 
Others enjoy the Sublarice, ſhe the Shadow. . 
Now none's implor'd but Seneca and Burrhus; 
They are the Pipes thro' whom all Favours paſs. 
Alb, Alas, if jealous Cares torment your Soul, 
Why feed you thus the Poiſon that deftroys ye? 
Go, and at leaſt Expoſtulate with Ceſar. 
Agr. Caſar forbears to ſee me but in Publick, 
He gives me Audience in my turn with others. 
His Anſwer's dictated, nay ev'n his Silence. 
Two Spies he keeps, His Governors and mine; 
And theſe in all our Interviews preſide; 
Or one or Yother. But in ſpite of them, 
The more he flies, the keener I'll purſue. 
Laſt Night's Affair, Albin, brings me hither: 
I muſt advantage take ot his Diſorder | 
E er he recover Hark, | hear a treading, 
The Door too opens, now let's haſten in 
And ask of him the Reaſon of that Rape, 
Could I ſurprize the Secrets of his Soul. 
But hah! has Burrhus been fo early with him? 
[She ſees Burrhus come out of the Emperor's Apartmens. 
Enter Burrhus. 
Bur. I, in the Emperor's Name, was coming, Madam, 
T. inform 
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inform you of an Order, which at firſt 
Perhaps may ſtartle you, but in it ſelf 
Is bbs bat —— 


Ar. Vil hear it from his Mouth. [She offers to preſs in. 
Bur. Ceſar for ſome time is inviſib'e. [He * her. 


Already, by a Paſſage known to few, 
The Conſuls are before- hand with you, Madam. 
But Il! return on purpoſe —— a 
Aer. No, come back. 
I'll not diſturb his auguſt Privacy. 
Mean while, ſhall you and I once talk ſincerely ? 
Bur. Burrhus did never love Hypocriſie. 
Agr. How long d'ye mean to hide the Emp'ror from me? 
Muſt I ne'er fee him more but as a M«dler, 
A Buſie, Goſſiping Impertinent ? 
Have 1 then rais'd your Fortune to this height, 
To put a Barrier twixt my Son and me? 
Dare you not leave him to himſelf a Moment? 
Do you and Seneca diſpute the Glory, 
Who firſt ſhall blot me out of Nero's Thoughts ? 
Have l giv'n You the Guidance of his Youth, 
To render him ungratetul; and to be, 
Under his Name, the Maſters cf the State? 
Surely the more I think. the leſs I fancy 
You dare to reckon Me among your Creatures; 
You whoſe high Hopes 1 might ha' ſet grown old 
In th' obſcure Honours of ſome Regiment, 
And I who ſcepter'd Anceſtry can boaſt, 
Daughter, Wife, Siſter, Mother of your Maſters. 
What is your drift, Sir? think ye that I meant 
To give my felt three Emperors in one? 
Nero's of Age: ls it not time he reign? 
When is't you fling away the Rod and Feſcue? 
Can he ſecnothing yet but with your Eyes? 
Has he not Anceftors to form his Conduct? 
Let him TC copy. or Auguſtus, 
Or, if hes Yermanicus my Father. 
Amidſt ſuchi Heroes 1 don't place my elf. 
But there are Virtues I could <kerch out to him. 
At leaſt I could inſtruct him, how much Diſtance 
Is due between a Subject and himſelf. | 
Bur. The ſole Occaſion of my coming forth Was 
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Was to excuſe an Action of the Emp'ror's. f 
But ſince, without permitting me to clear him, 
I'm charg'd with the remainder of his Life, : 
PI! anſwer, Madam, as a rough-hewn Soldier, 
Who wants the Art of Gloſſing home-ſpun Truths. 

You to my Care committed Cæſar's Youth, 4 
J own it, and ſhall ever bear in Mind. 
But did | {wear to you that I'd betray him, 
And make of him an Emperor of Clouts ? 
No. I'm not now t'account for him to you. 
He's not your Son; he's Maſter of the World. 
The Roman State requires him ic n Hands. 
If he muſt needs have been bred up in Ign'rance, 
Were there none elſe but Seneca and me? 
Wherefore were Flatterers remov'd from near him? 
Why were * Corrupters fetcht from Baniſhment ? 
The Court of Claudius could have furniſht ſtore; 3 
Thouſands, had been ſollicitous t' have ſpoilt him; q 
He, under them, had been a Boy for ever, 
What d'ye complain of, Madam? you're Reyer'd. 
Rome ſwears by Ceſar s Mother, as by Ceſar. 
*Tis true, he does not daily come to lay 
The Empire at your Feet, and {well your Court: 
But ought he, Madam? can't his Gratitude 
Be made conſpicuous but by his Dependance? 
Muſt Nero, always humble, always tim'rous, 
Be never more than nominally Ceſar? 
Rome juſtifics him. Rome, ſo long + Slave-ridden 
In Claudius Reign, her Freedom dates from Nere. 
What ſaid 1? Virtue's ſelf ſeems to revive. 
Rome is no more a Prey to one Man's Luſt. 
The People name their Magiſtrates, uncheck't ; 
Caſar names Captains at the Soldiers choice. 
Thraſeas i'th' Senate, Corbulo i th Army 
Are Innocent, in ſpite of their high Merit. 
The Deſarts lately fill'd with exil'd Senators 
Are now inhabited by their Accuſers. | 
Why ſhou'd not Ceſar liſten to our Counſels, 7 
If they tend only to increaſe his Glory? 4 

Im 
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But, Madam, Nero can conduct bimſelf. 


* He meant Ironically himſelf and Seneca, who were fetcht from 
Exile ro tutor Nero. | 
Claudius was entirely rut d by his Liberti, bis Freta- Slaves, 
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I'm not ſo vain to ſay I'm his Director. 
Doubtleſs to ſhape his Courſe aright, he ought 
: Upon his Anceſtors to fix his Eye, 
And, to do well, be only like himſelf; 
> Happy, if, to each other chain'd, his Virtues : 
Do every Year bring back his firſt Beginnings! 
4 Agr. So being timorous for what's to come, 
* You think, without Jon, Nero Il go aſtray, 
| But you, who with your Workmanſhip content, 
Do take ſuch Pains to ſpread his Virtues forth, 
Unfold to us the Reaſons why this Nero, 
Turn'd Raviſher, has forc'd Silanus Siſter; 
* Was it to brand with Infamy the Blood 
Of my Progenitors, in Funia's Veins? 
? What 1s his Charge againſt her? What Attempt 
2 - Has made ber, in one Day, a guilty Traitreſs? 
She who till now unnurtur'd up in Pride, 
Had ne'er ſeen Nero, but for this late Force, 
Nay, wou'd ha' deem'd it not the ſmalleſt Bleſſing, 
The Happineſs of never ſeeing him. 
Buy, 1 know not that ſhe's charg'd with any Crime: 
Nor, Madam, is ſhe yet condemn'd by Cæſar. 
Here are no Objects to offend her Eyes. 
She's in a Palace fill'd with her Relations. 
You know, the Rights which are inherent in her, 
May make a Rebel of her Spouſe. You know, 
The Blood of Ceſar ought not to be mixt 
With any but whom Cæſar ſhall think fit: 
> Your ſelf muſt own tis wrong to give away, 
Without Him a Deſcendant of Auguſtus 
Ar. Enough, Sir. Nero by your Mouth informs me 
That to depend on me, Britannicus 
> Truſts to a broken Reed. I, to avert 
2 His Eyes from dwelling on his hapleſs State, 


2 Flatter'd his Fondneſs with the hopes of Marriage: 
> But Nero will, to my Confuſion, ſhew 
That Agrippina can do nought but Promiſe, 
2 Rome has too great a Notion of my Power, 
L 4 So he, by this Affront, will undeceive her, 
And teach with Terror, the affrighted World, 
& How to diſtinguiſh betwixt him, and me. 
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He may. However, this I dare to tell him, 
That he ſhou'd firſt be firm in his own Seat, 
And thit by forcing me to try my Strength 
He but expoſes his; and in the Scales | 
My Name may prove more pond'reus than he thinks, : 
Ber. How, Madam! ſtill ſuſpicious of his Duty? 1 
Nor can't he take a ſtep but you're alarm'd ? 1 
Cou'd he imagine, you with Junia ſided? 
Or in Britannicus's Cauſe took part? 
Are you become your Adverſaries Prop. 
To have a Handle to complain of Nexo ? 
On the leaſt Tale that's carry'd to and fro, 
Will you ſtill threaten to divide the Empire? 
Will your Fears never know Ceſſation, Madam, 
And muſt Expoundings take up all your Viſits? ; 
Ah! lay aſide a Cenſor's uncouth Task; : 4 
Put on th' Indulgence of an eaſie Mother. 
Suffer ſome Coldnefſes without Impatience, 
Nor give the Court a Signal to forſake ye. 
Agr. Who, think ye, will be proud of my Protection, 
When Nero does himſelf proclaim my Ruin ? 
When from his Preſence Agrippina's baniſht, 
And Burrhus dares detain her at his Door: 
Bur. Madam, I fee tis time to kold my Peace, 
And that my Freedom grows diſpleaſing to ye. 
Your Sorrow is unjuſt; and every Reaſon 
That ſooths it not, does bur increaſe Suſpicion. 
But to Britannicas | yield my Place. [Sees Brit, 
I'll leave you, a keen Liſt'ner to his Murmurs: 
Perhaps amidſt his Plaints you'll hear him, Madam, 
Tax thoſe whom Nero has the leaſt conſulted. { Exit Bur, 
Enter Britannicus, and Narciſſus. 
Agr. Ah! Prince, where run = ? What impatient Warmth 
Thus blindly hurries you amidſt your Foes? 
What ſeek ye here? 
Brit. What do I ſeek? Ah Heav'ns! 
All, all that I in Life held dear, is loft : 
Loft here. My 7wnia by a frightful Band E/ 
Of Men in Arms was hither drag'd by Night. I 
Ah! think what Dread muſt ſeize her tender Soul | 
At that new Sight. In ſhort, ſhe's taken from * * 5 
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Harſh Law, to ſep'rate thoſe whom Mis'ry join d! 
They fear'd leſt we by mingling our Laments 
Shdu'd help to bear each-other's load of Woe. 

Agr. Enough. I feel your Wrongs no leſs than Tou. 
My Plaints have been before-hand with your Murmurs, 
But it ſhall ne'er be in the Pow'r of Spleen 
To diſanul the Promiſe which I made you. 

I'll ſay no more. But if you'd hear me further, 
Follow to Pallas's; I'll wait you there. [Ex. Agr. and Alb, 

Bri. Shall I believe her? May I build upon her, 
As Arbiter between her Son and me? 

What ſay'ſt thou to't, Narciſſus? Is ſhe not 
The very Perſon, that ſame Agrippina, 

Whom my fond Father marry'd to my Ruin, 
And who, if I may credit thee, cut ſhort 

His Thread of Life, too long for her Deſigns ? 

Nar. Mo matter. She like you reſents th' Affront. 

She vows to give you JFunia for a Bride, 

Unite your Indignations, join your Int'reſts, 

'Tis to no purpoſe Here to pour forth Tears. 
While you with ſuppliant Voice and bended Knee, 
Scatter Complaints abroad, inſtead of Terror; 
'While your Reſentment's loſt in empty Words, 
You may go on and Moan for ever Here, 

Brit, Ah! well thou know'ſt, Narciſſus, whether 1 
Have tamely reconcil'd my ſelf to Slavery. 

Thou know'ſt my Fall has not fo ſtunn'd my Senſes 
As to renounce my Rights of Birth for ever. 

But I'm as yet alone. My Father's Friends, 

Frozen by my Misfortune keep in covert. 

And ev'n my unripe Age holds at a diſtance 

Many who 1n their Hearts are loyal to me. ; 
For twelie Moons paſt, that I by ſome Experience 
Have gain'd a fad Acquaintance with my Lot, 

What have I ſeen around me but bought Friends, 


Aſſiduous Spies of every Step | take, 
Who, pickt by Nero for this ſcoundrel Commerce, 


Barter with him the Secrets of my Soul? 


And thus, Narciſſus, every Day I'm ſold, 
He my Defigns tore-ſees, he hears my Words, 
And knows, as well as thou, my very Heart. 


20 BRITANNIC US. 


What think'ſt thou on't, Narciſſus? 
Nar. Ah, curſt Baſeneſs, —- 
But you ſhould grow more wary in your Choice 
Of Confidents, my Lord, and not pour forth 
Your Secrets, but to thoſe whe have Diſcretion. 
Brit. Narciſſus, thou ſay'ſt right, But Diffidence 
Is the laſt thing a generous Spirit learns. 
But yet, or I'm deceiy'd, I've found Thee faithful. 
My Father bade me truſt thee, I remember. 
Thou haſt with ceaſeleſs watching ſtill preſery'd me 
From ſplitting on a thouſand hidden Rocks, 
Go then and caſt thy prying Eyes abroad, 
See if my Friends are ſtirr'd with this new Rumour. 
Examine well their Looks. Obſerve their Words. 
Try if I may depend upon their Aid. 
But above all exert thy Cunning Here, 
And let me know how Nero keeps the Princeſs: 
Whether her beauteous Eyes our-ride the Storm: 
And whether I may ſee her, undebarr'd, 
Mean while I bend my Steps to Nero's Mother, 
To Pallas's Apartment. I will ſee her, 
Spirit her up, purſue her, and if poſſible, 


Under her Name go further than ſhe'd have me. [ Exit. 


— CEE 


T II. 


Enter Nero, Burrhus, Narciſſus, and Guards. 


_—_— N ſpire of her Extravagances, Burrhus, 
Still ſhe's my Mother, and Il paſs em by. 
Not that I'll longer ſee with patient Eyes 

Th' audacious Miniſter that ſooths her Follies. 
Pallas with pois'nous Counſels taints her daily; 
Debauches too Britannicus my Brother; 

Him only they conſult, Perhaps ev'n now, 
Whoever went would find them at his Houſe, 
It is too much. I muſt remove this Pallas. 
Once then for all, let him depart the City; 
Thus I ordain: Nor let the ſetting Sun 

Find him again in Rome, or in my Court. 

Go, Burrhus: Carry this Command from us, 
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The Safety of the Empire ſo requires. Ex, Bur. 
Draw near, Narciſſ«s. 
Near. Now, (the Gods be thankt !) 
© Funia ſecur d, ſecures each Roman to ye. 
Your Enemies, fal'n from their towring — 
Are gone to Pallas's to mourn their Weakneſs. 
ut hah! my Lord, what's this? you ſeem diſturb'd, 
More than Britannicus diſturb'd, confounded, 
What means that Sadneſs which obſcures your Brow, 
Thoſe gloomy Looks which you throw round at random ? 
All things on Ceſar ſmile: And Fate's his Slave. 
Nero. There is no help, Narciſſus. Nero loves. 
> Nar. Nero in love! 
Nero. Never before this moment, 
"But now for Life; I love, I worſhip Funia. 
Nar. Tunis ! | 
Nero. Excited by an Itch of Novelty, 
Laſt Night I view'd her entring in theſe Places. 
Mournful ſhe mov'd, all bath'd in Tears her Eyes. 
Which as ſhe rais'd to Heav'n out-ſhone the Torches; 
Her artleſs Charms were cloath'd with plain Apparel, 
„ — as of Beauty torn from balmy Reſt 
Perhaps the diſhabill, the Shades, the Torches, 
"The Shouts, the Silence, and her fierce Invaders,, 
Had given a tim'rous Sweetneſs to her Eyes. 
that as cwill: With the bright Object charm'd : 
went to ſpeak, but ſoon my Voice forſook me: 
Seiz d with Amazement, moticnle(s I ſtood, 
And to her own Apartment let her paſs. 
I went to mine. And there, alone, I ſtrove 
To put her Image from me, but in vain. 
00 preſent to my Eyes methought I ſpoke to her: 
lov'd the very Tears 1 was the cauſe of: 
hen, but alas too late, I ask'd her Pardon. 
Sometimes I Sighs, and ſometimes Threats employ d. 
And thus diſtradted with my new-born Paſſion, 
My Eyes, unclos'd, expected lingring Day. 
But I perhaps her Portrait draw too fair, 
hi overweening Fondneſs may infuſe 
oo advantageous Notions of & Perſon, 
+ Narciſſus, what think You? 
1e | Nat . 
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Nar. I am amaz d 
She could fo long conceal her ſelf from C2/ar. 

Nero. Whether her Mind ſuggeſted Nero to her, 
As the Foundation of her Brother's Ruin; 
Whether her Heart, big with auſtere Diſdain, 
Envy'd our Eyes a ſight of her PerfeRions; 
Corſtant to Sorrow, and ſhut up in Darkneſg, 
She ſtole her ſelf even from her very Fame. 

And 'tis this Virtue, newly ſeen at Court, 
Whoſe Perſeverance irritates my Love. 
Whilft throughout Rome's wide bounds there's not a Dame 
But counts my Love an Honour, and is proud on't ; 
Whilſt each bright Maid, ſo ſoon as ſhe dares truſt 
Her Looks, eſſays em upon Ceſar's Heart: 
Alone, the modeſt Funia, in my Palace, 

Regards their Honours as an Ignominy, 

And peradventure deigns not to inquire 

It Ceſar's lovely, or knows how to love? 

Say, is Britannicus in love with Funia? 

Nar. He, my Lord, love her? 

Nero. Is he not too young? 

Knows he the Poiſon of inchanting Eyes? Rs pd 
Nay. My Lord, Love does not always ſtay for Reaſon 
Doubtleſs, he loves her. By ſuch Charms inſtructed, 

His Eyes already are inur'd to Tears. 
He veers to every point of her Deſires: 
Ever Complacent, and perhaps Perſwaſive. 

Nero. How? has he any Empire o'er her Heart? 
 Nar. I know not. But, my Lord, this I can fay, 
I've ſometimes ſeen him flinging from the Court, 
His Breaſt with Anger boiling, tho' conceal'd, 
Curſing th' Ingratitude of thoſe that ſhun him, 
Repining at your Grandeur and his Slayery, 
Floating betwixt his Fear and his Impatience ; 
Then went to wait on Funia, and return'd 
Wrapt up in Thought, 

Nero. The more he knows to pleaſe ber 
The more unhappy Wretch he'll be : He ought, 
Rather ten thouland times to wiſh her Hatred 
Nero ill got be tamely jealous, 
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Nay. How? 
Does my dread Lord diſturb himſelf with that? 
Funia might pity him and ſhare his Pain: 
She ne er ſaw other trickling Tears but his. 
But now the ſcales will fall from off her Eyes, 

And viewing with a nearer Look Your Luſtre, | 
2 She'll ſee around ye Kings bereft of Crowns, | 
2 Unknown among the Crowd, and ev'n her Lover, 
Watching your Eyes and proud to get a Glance; i 
When, 5 that height of Glory, ſhe ſhall ſee i| 

Nero deſcend, and fighing own her Conqueſt, 
Then, Mafter of a Heart already charm'd, 
Command her but to love ye, and you're lor'd. 
Nero. What Store of Troubles and vexatious Cares 
Im laying io. | 
Nar. What can impede your Courſe? 


» 
n — 
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Nexo. All things. Odd avia, Agrippina, Burri us, 

Seneca, Rome entire, and three Vears Virtue. 

Not that the Flame of my connubial Love 

Still to Octavia burns: No, that's extinct. 

With her Sollicitudes long ſince fatigu'd, 

My Eyes are rarely Witneſs to her Moans. 

Happy if an obliging kind Divorcement 

Would eaſe me quickly of the galling Yoke! 

Way, the Gods ſeem in ſecret to condemn her: 

Four Years her Pray'rs have deafen'd them in vain: 
Her Virtue moves them not: No Pledge from Heay'n 

onours the genial Bed; The Roman Empire, 

With ineffectual Vows, demands an Heir, 

Nar. Why then do you demur to put her from ye? 

Rome, your own Heart, my Lord, all, all condemns her. 
ſour Anceſtor Auguſtus, figh'd for Livia; 

By a Divorce, two-told, They were united, 

And to that bleſt Divorce You owe the Empire. 
Plac'd in Auguſfins' Family by Marriage 

Aiverius dar'd to put away his Daugb'er. 

Jou, you alone, conſtraining your Deſires, 

1 = to . your on by Separation, 

Nexo. And know'ſt thou not th' impatien p- 

Flethinks I fee her leading in Odi hs any 


Erging, with Eyes inflam'd and tera Regard, 
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Nay + | The 
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The ſacred Ties of Wedlock form'd by Her; 
Then thund'ring in my Ears a long recital 
Of my Ingratitudes. With what a Brow 
Shall I ſuſtain this moſt unwelcome Converſe ? 
Nar. Are you not Maſter of your ſelf and her? 
Muſt you ſtill tremble under her Tuition ? 
Reign for your ſelf, Too long you've reign'd for her. 
Fear you? —— what ſaid I? no, you fear her not. 
You juſt now baniſht the audacious Pallas, 
Pallas, whoſe only Prop ſhe's known to be. 
Nero. | order, threaten, when at Diſtance from her; 
I liſten to your Counſels, dare approve em, 
Stirr my ſelf up againſt her, and could brave her; 
But (I now bare my naked Soul before thee) 
Soon as ill Fortune flings her croſs my way, 
Whether I dare not yet withſtand the Pow'r 
Of Eyes, in which ſo long I've read my Duty; 
Whether my Mind, of Benefits retentive, 
Suggeſts in ſecret All I hold of her; 
Or what Cauſe clſe, my Efforts are too weak, 
My Genius trembling bows the Head to hers. 
And tis to ſet me free from this Dependance 
I ſhun her ey'ry where and ev'n affront her, 
That ſhe might Me avoid as I do Her. 
But I too long detain thee, Go, Narciſſus: 
Britannicus perhaps may think thee falſe. 
Nar. No, no, Britannicus 1s wrapt in Me. 
le thinks, my Lord, I fee you by his Order, 
And that I'm here collecting News for Him: 
Impatient, above all, to ſee his Miſtreſs, 
He from my Cares expects the grateful Means. 
Nero. I yield to't: Carry him the welcome Tiding). 
Britannicus ſhall ſee her. 
Nay. Nay, my Lord. 


| 


Nero. I have my Reaſons, and thou mayſt conceive, © 


P11 fell him dear the Pleaſure of that Sight. 
But boaſt to him thy happy Stratagem. 
Tell him you've trickt ey'n Me in his behalf, 


And that without my Order tis he ſees her. 4 Door opens. | 


Some Body's moving this way. Hah! tis Zuna. 


Go find thy Maſter out and bring him hither, Exit Nar. * 
1 Eur 
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Were they conferr'd upon you to be bury'd ? 
Shall the too bleſt Britannicus behold 


Why, cruel Fair, excluded from that Glory 


Nay more: Tis ſaid You, unoffended, ſuffer 
2? BEritannicus t unfold his Paſſion t' ye. 

Not that I can believe, the rigid Funia 
Would flatter Him without conſulting Me; 
Nor that ſhe'd yield to love or be belov'd, 
And I not made acquainted but by Fame 
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| Enter Junia. 
Nero. Madam you'rediſcompos'd, and change your Colour. 
Read you in Nero's Eyes ill-boding Omens? | 
Fun. My Lord, 1 can't diſguiſe my Error t ye. | | 
meant to fee Ofavia, not the Emperor. 


— 
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Nero. I know it, Madam, and with Envy heard [1 
Your kind Intentions to that happy Woman. | 
Jun. You, Sir? | 
Nero. Is ſhe the only Perſon, think ye, 1 
That in this Place has Eyes to find your Merit? 1 


Fun. Whom elſe, my Lord, would ye that I implore? i! 
Ol whom inquire a Crime I'm ign'rant of? 
You can't but know it, you who puniſh it. 
beg, my Lord, you'd let me know my Fault. 

Nero. Hove, Madam! is it then fo ſlight a thing 
So long to rob us of your lovely Preſence? 7 
Thoſe Treaſures Heav'n has pleas'd to deck you with, 


In ſtealth his Love increaſe and your Attractions? 


Have you exi!l'd Me to my Court thus long? 


Jun. I muſt, my Lord, confeſs, his Sighs have daigu d 


Sometimes tun fold the Longings of his Soul: 
Britaunicus turns not away his Eyes 

From an unhappy Maid, the only Remnant 
Of an illuſtrious Ship-wreckt Family. 

3 Perhaps he calls to mind that Claudius nam'd me, 


In happier times, the Object of his Vows. 
He loves me, and therein obeys his Father; 


4 Nor is Your Mother, Sir, offended at it. 
Vour Aims are fo conformable to bers 


Nero. She, Madam, has her Aims, and I have mine: 


e s talk no more of Claudius, or my Mother, 
— # . of” | 
Tis no: Their Choice that docs determine Me. 
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1 only am to anſwer for you, Madam; 
My Hand alone ſhall point ye out a Husband. 

Jun Ah, think, my Lord, that any other Tye 
Would ſhame the Cæſars, Authors of my Birth. 

Nero. No, Madam, he to whom I mean to give ye 
May without Shame unite your Race with his. 
You reed not bluſh when you accept his Flame. 

un. Whom does my Lord intend ? 

Nero. Madam. my ſelf, 

Fun. Your ſelf! 

Nero, | would have nam'd another, Fan's, 
Had there been any other above Nero. 
My Eyes, to find a Choice you might ſubſcribe to, | 
Have travell'd o'er the Curt, Rome, and the Empire, 1 
The more I've ſtudy d, Madam, in what Hands | 
To truſt this Treaſure of immenſe Eſteem, 
The more I find that Cæſar only ought 
To te the happy Guardian of ſuch Worth, | 
And that no Hands deſerv'dly can retain you 
But thoſe which Wield the Scepter of the World. 
Conſult your ſelf. Revolye your early Years. 
Claudius, tis true, delign'd you for his Son, a 
Hut that was when he thought to name Him Heir, 4 
Heay'n has pronounc'd; then croſs not Hea'n's Appoint- 7 
But take part with the Empirc's actual Heir, (ment, 
In vain has Reav'n conterr d this Git upon me, 11 
If Your Heart, Madam, is to go elſewhere; 
If ſuch Fatipues, which ever wait on Crowns, 
Are unrelax'd, unſweetn'd by ſuch Charms; 
It whilſt to Watchings, to Alarms | give 
A Life ſtill lamentable, and ſtill envy'd, 
J may not ſometimes at Your Feet reſpire. 
Let not Odlavua Madam, give ye Umbrage; 
You have the Voice of Rome as well as mine. 
The publick Cry repudiates Odtavia, 
And makes me looſe a Knut which Heay'n diſcowns, 
Conſider then, and poiſe within your ſelf 
This Offer, worthy of a Prince that loves you; 
Worthy of your bright Eyes too long Impiiſon'd, 
Worthy of the whole World to whom youu owe m. 


BRITANNI CVS. 27 


Fun. My Lord, I juſtly am amaz'd, confounded. 
Within the Courſe of ene revolving Day | | 

I ſee my ſelf drag'd hither like a Criminal: '1 
And when with Terror I appear betore ye, 1 
(Hardly in my own Innocence confiding) 
You offer me, at once Octavia's place. | 
Yet I may dare to ſay I've not delerv'd | | 
Or that Indignity or this high Honour. 4 
And can you hope, my Lord. a hapleſs Maid, 
Who early ſaw her Family extinct. 
Who in Retirement feeding her Affliction, 
Has gain d a full Acquaintance with Mis fortune, 
Should on a ſudden paſs, trom her dark Corner, 
Into a Rank, conſpicuous to the World, 
hole Glare did ev'n at diſtance overcome her, 

And which in ſhort another fills ſo well? 

Nero. Did I not ſay I'm putting her away? 

Pray have leſs Terror, or leis Modeſty. 

Forbear to tax my Choice with Indiſcretion. 

I anſwer for you ; only give Conſent. 

Recal to mind the Blood from whence you ſpring; | 

And don't prefer to Ceſar's {11d Offers, 


mr 


The Pride of a Refuſal you || repent of. Thoughts. | | 
TY Jun. Heavin knows, my Lord, the bottom of my 
” I don't indulge my ſelf to empty Glory. | 


I know to rate the Greatneſs ot your Preſents, 
But the more Splendor they would ſhed upon me 
The more they would abaſh me, and exp-;{o 
The Crime of having ſtrip't the Heirets of em. 

\ Nero. You for her Intreſts ſhew a wond;ous Care, 
And Friendſhip cannot go a greater Length. 
Eut let's be plain, and dr. p the Myſtery; 
The Sitter much leſs moves you than the Brother, 
And for Britannicus —— 
* Fun, He has, | own, 
Found Paſſige to my Heart: I won't conceal it. 
his Frankneſs, without doubt is indiſcreet; 

But my Toogue knows not to bel, my Tavugh's, 

Remo'e from Court I th ught In ed not learn 
he art of talking what | never meant. 

A love Britannicus: was deſtin'd tor him 


B 2 When 
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When all things ſeem'd to promiſe him the Empire. 
Rut thoſe ſame Ills which have remov'd him from't, 


Nis faded Honours, his deſerted Palace, | 


The flight of Courtiers whom his Fall has baniſht, 
Are ſtil] the Ties which bind me faſter to him. 
All that Tos ſee, conſpires to make ye happy; 
Your Days ſerene glide on in ſoft Delights. 
The Empire is your drainleſs ſource ot Pleaſure; 
Or if ſome Damp does interrupt your Joy 
Straight the whole World is buſie to remove it. 
Britannicus is fingle. ſolitary : 
Whatever load of Woe he feels, there's none, 
None, none but I to pity his Misfortune. 
All his Delight conliſts in Moane, which make him 
A while forget the preſſure of his 1'ls, 
Nero. Madam, *tis that Delight, thoſe Moans 1 enyy, 
Which all_ but He ſhould pay tor with their Lite. 
But I intend that Prince a gentler Trexment. 
Madam, he'll toon be here to wait upon ye. 
Fun. My Lord, your Virtues ever were my Anchor. 
Nero. I could prohibit him the Entrance here. 
But I am willing to prevent the Danger 
Which his Reſentment might expoſe him to. 
I fain would fave him. It were better far 
He hear his Sentence from the Mouth he loves. 
It in your Eyes he's dear, remove him from ye; 
But let him have no grounds to think I'm Jealous; 
As from your ſelf let him his Exile take, 
And whether you diſcourſe or ſilent ſtand, 
At leaſt by your Indiffrence let him gather 
He muſt transfer his Vows and Hopes el{cwhere, 
Jun, I, Sir? can I pronounce ſo harſh a Sentence? 
I, who a thouſand times have ſworn the contrary? 
Nay, tho' I could betray my ſelf ſo far, 
My Eyes, my Lord, would bid him not cbey me. 
Nero. I, from my Covert, ſhall obſerve you, Madam. 
Lock up your Paſſion in your inmoſt Soul. | 
You can no Language uſe but I can conſtrue, 
T ſhall decypher ev'n your Looks, tho' mute. 
It but a Glance or Sigh eſcape, to ſooth him; 
His Ruin, fixt as Fate, ſhall pay the Forfeit. 


Fw. 
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Fun. Alas, if I might dare to form a Wiſh, 
Never, my Lord, O never let me {ce him. 
| Exter Narciſſus. ; 

Nay. My Lord, Britamicus inquires for Funia. 
Nero. Let him approach, | 
Jun. Alas, my Lord, | 

* Nero. I leave ye. 

* His Fortune more depends on You than Me. 

While you ſee him, remember ] ſee you. [Ex. Nero. 

Fun. Ah! dear Narciſſus, run and meet thy Maſter, 

Tell him I'm loſt: Already he appears. 

1 Enter Britannicus. 

Bit. O my exceſſive Joy | does Funia's Preſence 

! Bleſs poor Britaniien,, or does he dream? 

But ah! I feel a ſecret Damp, a Worm 

That gnaws the Core while all looks fair withont. 

Muſt | be forced with Shifts and Tricks to ſteal | 
A Bleſſing, which your Eyes induly'd me daily? 
O curſed Night! Did not your Tears, your Preſence | 
Diſarm th audacious Dogs? what did your Lover, 


How was He buſy'd then? what envious Demon 


2 With-held him from expiring in your Cauſe? 
* Amidſt ſuch Terrors could ye think of me? 
2 My Princeſs, did you deign to wiſh me near ye, 
Or think how griev'd, how wretched I mult be? | 
Tou ſpeak not to me! hah! how cold you are! 
ls this the Comfort you afford my Sorrow? 
Speak. We're alone. Our cheated Enemy 
At diſtance is employ'd, then let's improve 
The Moments of his bleſſed Abſence, Zunia. 
Fun. His Power fills the Place you're in, my Lord. 
The very Walls may be endu'd with Eyes, 
And never is the Emperor abſent here, 
Brit. How long has Fania been ſo very fearful ? 
Already does your Love admit Impriſonment ? 
2 Where is that Heart which always ſwore to make 
ZEv'n Nero's ſelf envy our fond Eudearments? 
But baniſh, Madam, an ungrounded Fear. 
Faith is not yet in every Preaſt extinguiſher, 
{Each outwardly does ſcem t'approve my Anger: 
2 B 3 Ev'n 
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Ev'n Ners's Mother has for Us declar'd. 
And Roms her ſelf's offended with his Conduct. 
Fun. Alas! you ſpeak things diffrent from your Thoughts. 
Have you not own'd a thouſand times to Me 
That Reme commended him with one joint Voice ? 
You ever paid ſome Homage to his Virtue; 
Tis ſurely Spite that makes you change your Language. 
Brit. Your words ſurprize me, Madam; much ſurprize me. 
I ſought you not for this, to hear you praiſe him. 
With utmoſt Art I ſteal a favouring Moment 
To lei you know the Anguiſh of my Soul, 
And do you, Madam. waſte this precious Moment 
In praiſing Him by whom 1 am oppreſt? 
How difi®rent from your ſelf has one Day made ye? 
What! have your very Looks learnt Silence too? 
What can this mean? you fear to meet my Eyes? 
Does Nero pleaſe you? am I odious t'ye? | 
By ail the Po vrs above, I beg, conjure you, 
Diſpel the Trouble which weighs down my Soul. 
Say; is Britannicus to be forgot? 
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Fun. Retire, my Lord, the Emperor is coming. 
Brit. After this Bow, Narciſſus, what Hope's left? 
[Exit Brit, 

; Enter Nero, | 

Nero, Madam. ; 

Fun. My Lord I cannot hear you: No, 11 
You've been obey'd. Ar leaſt with- hold me not | 
From Tears, to which his Eyes will not be witneſs. Exit, 4 

Nero. Obſerv'ſt thou not the Violence of their Love, F 
Narciſſus ? it appear d ev'n in her Silence. 'B 
1 won't deceive my felt: She loves my Rival, "2 
But my Delight ſhall be to make him mac. 4 
His Pain to Me a charming Image gives, | 1 
With Pleaſure I beheld him doubt her Truth. 31f 
IU follow her. Britannicus waits Thee. At 
Go, and with freſh Suſpicions vex his Mind. EI. 
And, (whilſt I ſee how much he's wept, ador d) & To 


Make him pay dear a Good he's ignorant of, LExit Be! 
Narciſſus alone. 
Fortune, Narciſſus gives a ſecond Call, 
And wouldſt thou diſobey the Goddels' Voice? 
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| T.et's follow to the end her kind Commands; 
And to improve our Fortune or our oy, 
No Scruple make the Wretched to deſtroy. [ Exit. 
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Enter Nero, and Burrhns. 


Dur. P my Lord, will pay Obedience. 
3 Nero. Well? 
Ho look'd my Mother at her Favourite's Fall? 
Bur. No doubt, my Lord, the Blows has ſtruck her deep, 
And that ſhe'll ſoon diſcharge her Grief in Clamour. 
Her Tranſports have long ſince broke out in Noile, 
Heav'n grant they always end in empty Cries! 
Nero. Do'ſt think her capable of aught belide ? 

Bur My Lord, your Mother til} is to be dreaded: 

Rome, and the Soldiery revere her Sires; 

Germanicus is preſent to their Mind. a 
She knows her Power: You her Spirit know; 
And what ſtill {wells my Apprehenſions more, 
Tou back her Wrath, and arm her *gainſt your {e!f, 
Nero. I. Burrhus? 

Bur. Yes, my Lord; that Love which late — 
Nero. I underſtand you: tis not to be cur'd. 
Ila Mort, I'm doom'd to love. 
Bur. You fancy to; 
And, with ſome {light Reſiſtance ſatisſy d, 
Fear a Diſtemper, tceble in its Birth; 
But if your Heart, tenacious of its Greatnel(s, 
Wou'd break off correſponding with its Foe, 
And not play Booty 'gainſt it ſelf, my Lord: 
It you conſult the Glory you've acquir'd; 
If you recall to Mind @&avia's Virtues, 
And her chaſte Love ſurmounting your Contempt; 
If above all, avoiding Funia's Preſence, 
To ſome Days Abſence you condemn your Eyes; 
Exit Believe me, Sir, you'd be your ſelf again. 
None love, my Lord, unleſs they will themſelves. 
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Nero. Burrhus, when threatning Danger calls to Arme, 
Or when the Senate fits in cool Debate, 
III hear your Counſel, which was ever Wiſe. 
But, take my Word for't, Love's another Science, 
Burrhus. nor wou'd I for the World preſume. 
To make your Gravity deſcend ſo low —— 
Farewel: Tis Death to be thus long from Funia. [Em7. 
Burrhus alone. 
Nero at length unfolds his Genius, Burrhus: 
That Fierceneſs, which thou thought' to bend, fs ready 
To break thy feeble Ties, and leap the Mounds 
Preſcrib'd by thy weak Countel, What Exceſſes 
May it expoſe him to! Omniſcient Heav'a, 
In this wild Sea direct me how to ſteer! -- 
My Brother Seneca, who might have cas'd me, 
Remote trom Rome is ignorant of this Danger, 
But what if Azrippina's Tendernc!s 
I cou'd excite — But hold, ſhe comes, thank Fortune; 
Enter Agrippina, and Albina, 
Agr. Well Burrhus, was 1 wrong in my Suſpicions? 
You ſignalize your felt by glorious Leſſons. 
Pallas is baniſh'd, he whoſe only Crime 
Was that he rais'd your Maſter to the Empire, 
Too well you know it: but for his Advice, 
Who govern'd Claudius with reſiſtleſs Sway, 
The Emp'ror never had adopted Nero. 
A Rival too is quarter'd on Octavia, 
And Nero's Nuptial Vows are diſannull'd, 
Worthy Employment of a Miniſter 
Choſen to curb the Freaks of heady Youth, 
To flatter them himſelf, and give him Leſſons 
To flight his Mother, and forget his Wite! 
Bur. Madam, your Accuſations are too early. 
All chat as yet is done, admits Excuſe. 
Pa lass Exile was but neceſſary : 
His Pride lonÞice exacted hit Revrard, 
And Nero does but, with Regret, fulall 
What the whole Court in ſecret wiſh'd were done, 
Nor is the reſt, as yer, a cureleſs Miſchief, 
The Source from whence Oclavia's Tears take riſe 
May be dry'd up. But calm your Paſſion, Madam; 
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2 And caus d the Soldiery to {wear to Nero, 

I don't repent me of that honeſt Zeal. 

Does not the Son ſucceed the Father, Madam? 
Claudius, adopting Nero, broke the Pale 
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Mildneſs may move her Spouſe and fix his Love, 


While Threats and Clamours make him but more Savage. 
Agr. I ſee your Aim. In vain you'd top my Mouth; 

Too long U'm filent, and you grow upon. 

Too long Yve fear'd a Creature of my making. 

My whole Support's not gone along with Palla; 

There's Means enow, thank Heav'n. t'avenge my Ruin. 

Clandins's Son begins to have a Senſe 

Of certain Crimes which I repent me of. 

Igo and ſhew him to the Army, Sir, | 

Mourn to the Soldiers Eyes his Youth oppreſt, 

And teach 'em, by my ſelf, t'attone their Error, 


On one Side ſhall be {een an Emp'ror's Son 


Re-challenging the Faith ſworn to his Houſe, 
Backt by the Daughter of Germanicus; 
On t'cther Side the Son of Eiobarbus. 
Suſtain'd by Seneca and Tribune Brrrhbus, 
Who, both recall'd from Baniſhment by Me, 
Share the ſupream Command, in my Deſpight. 
Our common Crimes ſhall to the World be knowa, 
And each dark way I've led him up to Empire. 
To make him odious and your {cit obnoxious, 
I'll own for Truth the moſt injuricus Rumours, 
il confeſs all, Exiles, Aſſaſlinates, 
P.zifon it ſelf —— 

Bur. Madam, they won't believe ye: 
The will except againſt the wicked Arts 
Of a ſour'd Witneſs that her ſelf accuſes: 
For me, who firlt fell in with your Deligns, 


That fenc'd his Son's Prerogative from yours. 

Rome might have choſe him. Thus without Injuſtie 

The young Agrippa, trom Auguſtus ſprung, 

Beheld hiuiſelf excluded, and his Place 

Fill'd by Tiberius the adopted Heir. 

Thus founded, Caſar s Rights unſhaken ſtand: 

Not Agrippma's ſelt has Pow'r to hurt bim. 

Aud it my poor Advice weighs. ought, his Kindneſs 
By Shal 
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Shall make her ſoon ev'n want the Will to do it. 


I have begun the Work, and will purſue it. [ Ex. Bur, 
Alb. To what Fxceſs your Paſſion drives ye, Madam! 
Heav'n grant the Emp'rer may know nothing on't! 


Agr. O that he were but preſent to my Eyes! 


Alb. Madam. conceal your Anger, I conjure ye. 


What! for a Siſter or a Brother's Int'reſts, 
Will ye expoſe the Quiet of your Days? 
Will ye conſtrain the Emp'ror in his Loves? 


Agr. Do'ſt thou not ſee how low I'm ſunk, 415;;a? 


Tis me they mean to ſaddle with a Rival. 
And if [ break not this accurſed Bond, 
My Place is taken up, and | am Nothing, 
Octavia with an empty Title honour'd, 
Has been till now a uſeleſs Tool at Court. 
All Fayours, Honours dealt by Me alone, | 
Drew to my Shrine the Vows of Human- kind. 
Another has ſurpriz'd the Heart of Cæſar: 
She'll. have the Pow'r of Wife and Miſtreſs too: 
The Fruit of ſo much Toil, the Pomp Imperiaꝶ; 
All will be purchas'd by a Look from Her. 
What ſaid 1? I'm abandon'd—— Ah Albina, 
The very Thought ſhoots Daggers to my Heart, 
But ſee Britannicus —— 
Eiter Britannicus, and Narciſſus. 
Brit. Madam. I find 
Our common Foes are not invincible; 
Nor are all Hearts unmov'd to our Diſaſters. 
Your Friends and mine, ſo ſhy of being ſeen 
Whilſt we in vain Regrets miſpent the Hours, 
Stung with the rank Injuſtice of the Times, 
Have now their Grief un-boſom'd to Narciſſus. 
Nero's not yet an undiſturb'd Poſſeſſor 
Of an ungrateſul Rival to my Siſter. 
If You, {till ſympathizing with Octavia. 
Reſent her Wrongs, we may chaſtiſe the Doer, 
The Senate's better half eſpouſe our Int'reſt. 
Sylla, and Piſo; Plautus —— 
Agr. Prince, what ſay youu? 


Sys, and Piſo! Plawns! Leading Nobles! 
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Brit. Madam, I ſee that this Diſcourſe oſſends ye, 


0 And that your Anger, trembling. unreſolv'd, 
Already fears obtaining what it wiſh'd. 


No, you've too well eſtabliſh'sd my Diſgrace. 
Be not uneaſie at my Friends Endeavours. 
have none left, and your too prudent Cares 


Have long ſince forc'd them from me, or ſeduc'd them. 


Agr. My Lord, give leſs Belief to your Suſpicions: 
Our Safety on our Harmony depends. 
I've promis'd; and in ſpite of Oppoſition 
Will to the outmolt Line purſue my Purpoſe, 


In vain the guilty Nero flies my Wrath. 


He ſhall, or ſoon or late, his Mother hear. 


| Miidneſs and Force by turns ſhall be eſſiy d- 


Or | my ſelf (Odavia in my Hand) 


Will go and ſpread my Fear and her Alarms, 
And move all Hearts to fide with her juſt Tears, 
Nero on every ſide ſhall be beſet. 
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Fare wel. Avoid him. if I may adviſe. [Ex. Agr. and Alb. 
Brit. Haſt thou not (well'd me with aerial Hopes, 
May I lay any ſtreſs upon thy Story, 


' Narciſſus? 


Nar. Yes, my Lord, you ſafely may. 
Burt let's remove from herce: This Place forb ds 


' Thy unfolding ſuch deep Myſteries, Why ſtay ye? 


Brit. Why ſtay I! ah! Narciſſus! 

Nar. Speak more plain. 

Brit, It by thy Means I might revifit —— 

Nay. Whom? 

Brit. I bluſh, 

Nar. Believe ye ſtill that ſhe is True? 

Brit. No, I believe her Criminal, Ungrateful, 
Deſerving of my Anger. Bur, Narciſſus, 


Spite of my ſelt, methi ks I don't believe it 


So fully as I ought. Tho' ſhe has err'd, 

I can't help lending Reafons to her Conduct; 
I plead her Cauſe, Excule her, Idolize her. 

I fain wou'd overcome my Uabelief: 


2 I fain, wou'd hate her, undiſtu b'd and calm : 


Who wou'd have thought a Heart, fo great in ſhow; 
And from its Infancy caur'd to hate. 
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A faithleſs Court. ſhou'd thus degenerate, 
Fall from true Glory, and at once contrive 
A Perfidy, unheard of ev'n at Court! 

Nar. Who knows but in her long-continu'd Solitude 
This future Conqueſt took up all her Thoughts? | 
Sure that her Eyes wou'd one Day break Concealment, 
Perhaps ſhe Hid on purpoſe to be Sought : | 
To ſpur up Ceſar, by a toilſome Glory, 

To overcome a Pride till then unconquer'd? 

Brit. May I not fce her then? 

Narr. My Lord, this Inſtant 
She is receiving her new Lover's Vows. 

Brit, Well then, let's go Narciſſus. Hah! ſhe*s here. 

[Sees ſunis. 

Nar. Startled.] Ye Gods! 'tis ſhe——the Emp'ror ſhall 
know this, [Runs off. 

Britannicus, junis. 

Fun. Retire, my Lord, and ſhun the lowring Storm 
Which Junia's Stead neſs has rais d againſt ye. 
Nero is irritated I clcap'd 
Whilſt Agrippimna's buly'd to detain him, 
Farewell: Let no S ſpicions wrong my Love: 
But wait till Time my Innocence ſhall clear. 
Your Image, ever pre ſent to my Soul, 
Nothing can drive away — 

Brit. | take ye, Madam. 
You'd have my Flight m:ke room for your Deſirec, 
And I-ave an open Field to your new Sighs. 
Dou":lcls in ſeeing Vie, a ſecret Shame 
Dubs your Joy, and makes it incomplete —— 
Well, we mult part 

Jun My Lord, without imputing —— 

Brit. You ought at leaſt t'hlave lengthen'd the Diſpute. 
That a low groveling uncxalted Friendſhip 
Shou'd, over to the ſide of Fortune, run; 

That you are dazüd with the glare of Empire, 

And wiſh t'enjoy it to my Siſter's Lofs, 

I murmur not. But that this vew-gaw Greatneſs 
Shou'd take up your whole Sou! like other Womens, 
While to my Eyes you always {cem'd to ſcorn it, 
Was the ſole Blow my Heart was unpref ar d for. 
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P'yve ſeen Injuſtice riſing on my Ruin, 

And Heav'n confederate with my Perſecutors; 
But yet not All its Wrath was ſhed upon me; 
It ſtill remain'd, that Junia ſhou'd forget me, 

Fus, My juſt Impatience, at a fitter time, 
Wou'd make you your Diſtruſt repent: But Nero 
Now threitens ye. In this moſt preſſing Danger, 
My Lord, I've other Cares than to afflict ye. 

Go, ſettle into Reaſon, ceaſe complaining : 

Nero heard all, and order'd me to Feign. 
Brit. The cruel? 
Ful. Witneſs of our Converſation, 

With Eye ſevere he mark'd my every Motion, 

Ready to let on You his Vengeance burſt, 

It but a fingle Geſture ſpoke my Love, 

Brit. Alas! why wou'd your Eyes abuſe me ſo? 
They might have nam'd the Author of that Outrage. 
Is Love grown mute? Or his it but one Language? 
O from what Pain, what deſp'rate Pain one Look 
Might have preſer d Britannicus? What need 

Fun. Twas need ful to be filent, and to fave ye. 


How off, alas! (fince I muſt ſpeak) how oft 


E Yor 


My Heart prepar'd tinform ye of irs Trouble? 

How miny Sighs 1 ſtopt in their career! 

What Pain to hun thoſe Eyes we wiſh to meet, 

Or to ſtand mute, in ſeeing him we love! 

To hear him groan, and his hard Fate deplore ; 

When but a Look may eaſe his lab'ring Soul! 

But then, what Tears mig!:t ſuch a Look ha' coſt? 

Alas! when I remember'd That, diſmay'd, 

I felt my ſelf roo ſhallow a Diſſembler, 

I tcar'd the Paleneſs of my troubled Viſage; 

1 thought my Looks too full of my Affliction. 

My Fancy {et before me Nero angry, 

Upbraiding me with too much Care to pleaſe ye. 

In ſhort 1 cou*d ha' wiſht 1 ne'er had lov'd. 

Too well, my Lord the Emp'ror knows our Paſſioa: 

Too weil, alas! for his Repoſe and ours. 

Once more retire, and hide ye from his Sight. 

My Heart will teach ye more, at better leiſure. 

1 have a thouſand Secrets to impartt—— . 
= | Bri, 
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Brit. This is too much. Too much, to let me know 
My Happineſs, my Crime, your Goodneſs, Madam :. 
Does Junia know how much ſhe quits for Me! 

Thus at your Feet I expiate my Reproach. 2 

Fun. Riſe, riſe, my Lord: Alas, your Rival's coming. 

Euter Nero. 

Nero. Continue, Prince, your charming Tranſports. Ma- 
Your Goodneſs I can gather from his Thanks. [dam, 
I faw him kneeling at your Feet, for which 
He ought to be beholden too, to Me. 

This Place is proper, fayours much his Paſſion, 
III keep you here, that he may Court the better, 
Brit. | at her Feet can lay my Grief or Joy, 

Where: ever ſhe is pleas'd to let me fee her. 
Nor does the Aſpect of this Place afford 
Aught that my Eyes ſhou'd be aſtoniſht at. 

Nero: And what does it afford, that does'nt warn ye 
That I'm to obey'd, Sir, and reſpected? 

Brit. It did not ſee us both bred up, nor born: 

I to obey, and you to lord it o'er me: 
Nor was it thought, when firſt I ſaw the Light, 
That Nero e er ſhou'd check Britannicus. 

Nero. Thus Deſtiny our Wiſhes has inverted ; 
] was a Subject Then, as You are Now. ¾.n 
If you ne er learn't the Leſſons of Submiſſion, 
You're young as yet, and may be taught.. 

Brit. By whom? 

Nero. The whole united Empire. 

Brit: Does the Empire 
Reckon among your Rights, Injuſtice, Force, 
Impriſonments, Divorcements, Rapes —— 

Nero. The Empire | 
Pryes not into the Secrets I conceal. 

Imitate their Reſpect. 
Brit. We know their Thoughts. 

Nero. At leaſt they're ſileng. Imitate their Silence. 

Brit. Nero begins to lay aſide the Mask. 

Nero. Ners begins to think that you're too bold. 

Brit. Rome dreamt of nought but Bleſſings from his Reign» 

Niro, Bleſt, or not bleſt, no matter, ſo I'm fear d. 
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Brit. I ill know Funia, or ſuch Sentiments 
Will never win Applauſe from her. 

Nero. At leaſt | 
If ] can nc'er attain the Art to pleaſe her, 


1 know the Art to puniſh a raſh Rival. 


Brit. For me, whatever Ills Fate has in ſtore, 
Nothing can ſhake my Soul but Funia's Hate. 
Nero. Wiſh it, I iy no more, 
Brit. The Happineſs | 
Of pleaſing her is all my Soul aſpires to. 
Nero, You have her Promiſe: you will ever pleaſe her. 
Brit. At leaſt I ſhall not play the Spy upon her. 
T leave her to her own free Thoughts, nor ſtaad 
Eves-dropper-ltke, to awe her ia her Speech, 
Nero, | underſtand ye, Sir. Here, Guards. 
un. What mean ye? | 
Conſider he's your Brother, and a Rival. 
Ills without Number perſecute his Life. 
Alas! can He, my Lord, excite Your Envy? 
Let me, the Ties between your Hearts re- joyning, 
Sequeſter'd from the World, be loſt to Both. 
My Lord, my flight ſhall ſtop your faral Diſcords; 
Pll fill the number of the Veſtal Vot'ries. 
No longer let my Vows be cauſe of Quarrel; 
But let the Gods alone be troubled with 'em. 
Nero. The Enterprize is ſtrauge and ſudden, Madam. 
Guards, reconduct her to her own Apartment, 
And in Ofavia's keep Britannicus. 
Brit. Nero knows how to overcome a Rival ! ¶ Scornfully. 
Fun. Reſiſt not, Prince, the Storm : But let it pals, 
Nero. Guards do your Duty inſtantly : away. 
Exeunt all but Nero, and enter Burrhus. 
Bur. Juſt Heav'n! what fee 1? 
Nero. Not ſeeing Bur.] Thus their Flames are doubled. 
I know the Hand that brought about their Meeting. 
"Twas not for nothing that y Mother came, 
And with extenſive Speech proloug d the time, 
Enquire if Agrippina's ſ ill in Court. [To Bur, 
Burrhus, Lil ha e her kept in theſe Apartments; 
Remoye her Guards, Rey give her mine. Be quick. 
Bur. But, pray my Lord? a Mother? and unheard ? 
Noro. 


Bad fortened her Rights to Claudius Bed, 
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Nero. I know not, Burrhus, what Deſigns you're hatching. 
But every thing that I defire, of late, | 
Meets with Reproof from You, if not Obſtruction. 

] charge you with her, Sir: If you refuſe. 
Others ſhall take the Charge of Her and Burrhus. [Exe. 


RET IV. 


Enter Agrippina, and Burrhus. 


__\ may defend your ſelf, at leiſure, Madam. 
Ceſar, unheard, will not condemn his Mother. 
If by his Order you're detain'd i'th* Palace, 
It is perhaps on purpoſe to diſcourſe ye. 
Be that as twill, if I might dare t'adviſe. 
Ceaſe to remember that you are affronted. 
Rather prepare with up- if Hands t'implore him. 
Defend Your Self, without acculing Him, 
You ſee, *tis him alone the Court regards; 
All Eyes concenter there; tho' he's your Son, 
And ev'n your Creature, he's your Emperor. 
You are, like others, ſubject to that Power 
Which he from your Munificence receiy'd. 
According as he's cold or friendly to ye, 
Your Court around ye dwindles or increaſes, 
In ſeeking your Support, tis his they ſeek. 
But ſce, the Emperor comes. 
Agr. Leave us together, Exit Bur, 
Enter Nero. 
Agr. Seating her ſelf in a Chair.] Come hither Nero; 
Take your Place by Me. | 
I zm to fatisfhe you on ſome Scruples. 
Im iga'rant with what Crime I'm blacken'd t'ye. 
J tell you all the Crimes I'm guilty of. 
You reign. You know what mighty Interval 
Your Birth had put between the Throne and You. 
Nay ev'a my Anceſtors, by Rome rever'd, 
Had, but for me, been uſeleſs Steps to mount by. 
When Meſſalina, Mother ro Britannicus, 
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Among the Beauties, Suitors for his Choice, 
And begging the Concurrence of his Slaves, 


I wiſht to be his Bride; in the ſole View 


* 


To leave You in the Throne if | prevail d. 


I curb'd my Pride. 1 went and begg'd of Pallas. 


His Maſter, daily fond!'d in my Arms, 
Drank from his * Niece's Eyes, inſenſibly, 
The Love which I had ftudy'd to imprels. 


* But then the tie of Blood which join'd us two, 
kept Claudius off from an inceſtuous Bed. 
Hie did not dare to wed his Brother's Daughter, 


The Senate is ſeduc'd, A Law leſs rigid 


Puts Claudius in my Bed, and Rome beneath my Feet, 
This done, | introduce you in his Houſe: 

Give ye his Daughter. You're his Son-in-law: 
Silanus, who ador'd her. is caſt of 


And with his Blood markt the unhappy Day. 


| Nothing, all this. Cou d ye, in Thought, preſume 


| 


| 


f 


That ever Claudius wou'd poſtpone his Son? 
I went to that ſame Pallas, begg'd his Aid. 


Claudius, o ercome by Him, adopted You: 


Calling ye Nero, and, before the time, 

Was pleas'd to let you ſhare the Pow'r Supreme. 
"Twas then, the World, recalling what had paſt, 
Diſcover'd my Deſign, too far advanc'd; 

Twas then, Briannics's future Fall 

Rais'd Murmurings among his Father's Friends. 
The Eyes of ſome with Promiſes I dazl'd, 
Others more turbulent I got exil'd. 


Claudius too, tir'd with my eternal dunning, 


* 
1 


| 


« 


Remov'd, from near his Son, all ſuch whole Zeal 
Again his Way 7 open to the Throne. 
Then, I my ſelf, choſe from among my Followers 


2 Thoſe I thought proper to conduct the Boy. 
But by a Choice quite the reverſe of that, 
The Governors J nam'd for You were ſuch 
As Rome with Voice unanimous eſteem d. 
Deaf to Sollicitings, I truſted Fame. 


I call'd from Exile, from the Army drevy 


Moth this ſame Seneca, and this ſame Burrbus 


8 


ho fince— Rome then eſteem'd their Virtues highly, 
*Agtippina was Niece te Claudius. 
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At the ſame time, exhauſting Claudins Treaſure; 

Under Your Name, His Largeſſes I ſcatter'd. 

The Gifts, the Spectacles. (reſiſtleſs Charms) 

Won ye the Hearts of Citizens and Soldiers, 

Who like wiſe, toucht with former Tenderneſs, 

Favour d in You Germanicus my Father. 

Claudius, mean while, tow'rds his Declenſion verg'd, 

His Eyes, long ſhut, at length began to open. 

He found his Error. Siez'd with Apprebenſion, 

He let eſcape ſome Moanings for his Son: i 

And wou'd have ſummon d. but too late, his Friends. 

His Guards, Court, Bed. were all in my Diſpoſe. 

I let him, without Fruit, his Love conſume, 

And reipn'd the Miſtreis of his lateſt Breath. 

My Cares, as if to take from his Affliction, 

Hid from his dying Eyes his Son's Laments, 

He dy'd. A Thouſand Rumours ran of Me. 

I ſtop't the News on'c 'till a proper time. 

Whilſt Burrhus haſted fecretly to th' Army 

To take their Oaths; whilſt You beneath my Auſpices 

Marcht to the Camp in Rome the Altars ſmoak't 

With Sacrifices; by my cheating Orders 

The People pray'd tor a dead Prince's Health, 

At length th entire Obedience of the Legions 

Having confirm'd your Pow'r beyond all Conteſt 

Clauaius is ſhewn, the gaping People hear 

At once his Death made known, and your Acceſſion, 
This plain Confeſſion | refolv'd to make t'ye. 

You've ſeen my Work, and now behold my Wages. 
Who wou'd ha' thought the Hand that reapt the Fruit 

Of ſo much Toil, cou'd in Six Months forget it! 1 

Nay that ſhort Space appear'd to you too tedious; I 

And Gratitude began to give ye Pain. | i 


'Fir'd with Civilities which were conſtrain d, 5 : 
I was o'cr-look'd as if you ne'er had known me. . Cra 
Burrhus and Seneca are daily ſeen 2 | 
Whetting your Jealouſies, and tracing t'ye 

Leſſons of Infidelity, o'er-joy'd 

To be out-done in their peculiar Science, 

Otho, Senecion, young Voluptuaries, 

Are now your Contidents: They praiſe your Taſte, 


— 
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And call your moſt licentious Starts Divine. 

And when. by your Contempt, reſentful grown, 

I askt the Reaſon of ſuch Injuries, 

You anſwer'd me by new ones (ſole Recourſe 

Of an Ingrate, who ſees himſelf confounded.) 

To Day, I promiſe Funia to your Brother; | 

Both in my Choice « ſt-em themſelves moſt happy. 

But what do You? Juuia borne off to Court 

Grows in one Night the Object of your Love. 

Ofavia, from your Heart expell'd, | fee 

Ready to leave the Red where | had plac'd her. 

Your Brother is arreſted: Pallas bamiſh'd: | 

Nor does my Liberty paſs um attempted: ö 

Burrhus has dar'd to lay his Hands upon me. 1 

And when, ot ſo much Treachery convicted, | 

You ought to ſludy nought but Expiation, I 
, 


You order me to juſtiſie My Self. 

Nero. I don't forget I owe the Empire t'ye. 
And without all this trouble to repeat it, 
You might have reſted, Madam, on my Honour. 
Theſe Jealouhes of yours, theſe conſtant Murm'rings | 
Have long fince givn the World a ſhrewd Suſpicion, 
That I was but your Tool, and that you workt | 
Under my Name, entirely for your ſeltf. | 
For thus they argue, Are ſuch Deference: «| 
Such Honours. mean Return, for her paſt Favour: ! 
What Crime then has this Son of hers committed 
That ſhe ſhould thus condemn him? did ſhe Crown him 
To make a Subject of him? is be but 
The Truſtee of her Pow'r ? 
Not but that, Madam, if I could have don't, 
I would have gladly yielded up that Power 
Which your Impatience ſeems to reademand: 
But Rome will have a Maſter, not a Miftreſs, 
You've heard the Clamours which my Weakneſs rais'd. 
Each Day the People, ſcandaliz'd to hear 
The Organ of my Voice convey your Will, 
Gave out that Clawding, dying, with his Scepter 
Bequeath'd to me his blind Obedience too, 
A hundred times you muſt have heard the Soldiers 
Reluctant muttering Curſes 'twixt their Tecth, 


When | 
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When they, to grace ſome Cavalcade of yours, 
Have marcht before ye with their Eagles, bluſhing 
With that unworthy Uſage to debaſe 

The Heroes, imag'd by thoſe Birds of Fove. 

This would have wrought on any but your ſelf: 

But You, unleſs you reign, are ſtill complaining. 
United with Britannicus, you ſtrengthen 

His Cauſe with Fania's Int'reſt: And the Hand 

Of Pallas weaves theſe Plots, and ſets em forwards, 
And when I'm forc'd on Meaſures to ſecure 

My Quiet, you're inflam'd with Wrath and Iatred. 
You will preſent my Rival to the Army. 

Already has the Noiſe on't reacht the Camp. 

Agr. 1 make him Emperor! O Ingratiiude! 

Did you believe it? what could that produce? 

What Rank, what Honours would his Court afford me? 
What could 1 hope from ſuch a Thought? Alas, 

If, in Your Government I am not ſpar d, 

It my Accuſers all my Steps obſerve, 

If they purſue the Mother of their Emperor, 

What ſhould 1 do amid an alien Court? 
They would upbraid me, not with idle Clamours 

Not with Deſigns ſtif'd as ſoon as born, 

But Crimes committed for you in your Sight, 

And ſuch as would too ſoon be prov'd upon me. 

I fee your ſerpentizing wily Turnings; 

Nor are my Expectations 3 

Ingratitude was ever in your Nature. 

Ev'n from your Infancy my Cares and Fondneſs 
Extorted nought from you, but feign'd Returns. 
Nothing could overcome that Savage Fierceneſs 

Which ought thave ſtopt my flow of Favours t'ye. 
Wretch that I am! by what accurſt Misfortune 

Muſt all my Cares ſerve but to make me mad? 

One Son is all I have. Ye Gods who hear me, 

Have I cer made a Vow for aught but him? 

Remorſe, Fear, Perils, nothing has reſtrain'd me, 

I vanquiſht his Contempt, I turn'd my Eyes 

From Miſchiefs which were then denounc'd againſt me. 
Idid my All: You reign, and that's enough. 
Together with my Freedom take my Lite, 


Provided 
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Provided by my Death the People, rouz'd, 

Don't tear from You what has coſt Me fo much! 
Nero. Say then, pronounce, what would ye have me do? 
Arg. Puniſh th' audaciouſneſs of my Accuſers, 

Appeaſe Britannicuss ruffled Mind, 


Let Fania give her Hand to whom ſhe pleaſes, | 


Let both be freed, and Pallas ſtay untoucht, 
Let me have leave to fee you at all Hours, 
Nor Burrhus dare to ſtop me at your Door. ſrude 
Nero. Well, Madam, henceforth I'm reſulv'd my Grati- 
Shall in all Hearts ingrave your Power, deep; 
And I already bleſs that happy Coldaeſs 
| Which now revives the Arder of our Friencſhip. 
I'll think no more of Pallas' Machinations; 
But give em to the Winds. As for Britannicus, 


A perſect Reconcilement ſhall re- tie 


The knots of Friendſhip, and ev'n ſtrain 'em cloſer. 


2 Guards, let my Mother's Orders be obey'd. [ Exit Agr. 


As to that Love which bred our Separation, 
I make You Arbiter 'twixt Him and Me. 
Go then, and be the Bearer of this Joy. 


| Enter Burrhus. 
Bur. O charming ſight! this Peace, and theſe Embracings 
Dilate my Breaſt with Joy unutterable! 
My Lord, you know my Voice was ne'er againſt her; 
Wy! know I never turn'd ye trom her Friendſhip, 
A 


4 7 d that I not deſerve this load of Anger. 


Nero. I own, I thought you acted both in concert. 
i But her InveCtives now have ſet me right, 

ler Enmity reſtores ye to my Favour, 

3 She Triumphs, Burrhus, e er (1 has gain'd the Vict'ry. 
It I embrace my Rival, tis to choak him. 

* Bur, How my Lord! | 


Nero. Yes. his Ruin muſt for ever 


Deliver me from Agrippma's Rage. 


2 Whilſt He is breathing. I but live by halves. 


She has fatigu'd me with that hoſtile Name; 


No, her audacious Guilt ſhall ne'er have Power 

Jo promiſe him my Place a ſecond Time. 

Bur. Britannicus s Fall is then reſolv'd on? 

Nero. Eer Night comes on, I ſhall forbear to fear him. 


Sur. 


| 
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Buy. And vihat, my Lord, can prompt ye to this AQ? 
Nero. My Glory, Love, Security, my Lite. 
Buy. I don't believe, my Lord, ſo black a Purpole 
Can find admittance to your Boſom. 
Nero. Burrhusd 
Bur. O Heavens! can l hear it from Your Mouth? 
And can Vu utter it without a Shivering? 
Have ye well thought whoſe Blood you dip your Hands in? 
Is Nero tir d with reigning o'er Men's Hearts? 
What will the World ſay of ye? what's your Aim? 
Nero. To his paſt Glory ſtill a Slave, muſt Nero 
For ever have betore his Eyes that Love 
Which Chance in one Day gives and ſnatches from us? 
Muſt I indulge their Wills, and croſs my owa ? 
Am I their Emp'ror only to pleaſe Them? 
Buy. What further can ye wiſh, my Lord, than that 
The publick Weal be one of your Donations ? 
The Blow is yet unſtruck, you're yet the Maſter. 
Thus far you're Virtuous, and may {till be fo. 
The way is mark't, nothing can top your Courſe. 
You!ll rife progreſſively in Virtue's Scale. 
But if your Flatterer's Maxims you purſue, 
Lou muſt, my Lord, proceed trona Crime to Crime, 
Back your Severities by cruel Acts, 
And ſwim in Blood when once ye dip intot. 
Britannicuss Death will rouzc the Zeal - 
Of Friends ſtill ready to eſpouſe his Cauſe: 
Theſe in their Progreſs will find new Detenders, 
Who will entail the Quarrel on their Heirs, 
You raiſe a Fire that ne er can be extinguiſnt. 
Fear'd by Mankind, you all M:nkind mult fear; 
Still puniſhing, ſtill trembling in your Projects, 
Exch Subject you muſt reckon as your Foe. 
Ah! does the bleſt Experience of your Youth 
Make ye deteſt your Innocence, my Lord? 
Think on the Happineſs that crown'd thoſe Days : 
O Heav'n ! how calm, how gently did they glide! 
What ſoy to think, and hy within your ſelf, 
This moment I am'bleſt I'mi lov d throughout, 
The People are not ſtartled at my Name 
And Heav n ne er hears me inention d in their Groans, 
They 
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They ſhun me net at 'twere ſome Savage Beaſt. 
I fee where er I go, Hearts fly to meet me. 
Such were your Pleaſures. What a Change, ye Gods: 
The vileſt Blood was precious in your Eyes. 
The Senate, | remember well the Day, 
Preſt ye to ſign a guilty Wretch's Sentence, 
You thought them too ſevere, and long reſiſted ; 
Then pitying the Misfortunes ty'd to Empire, 
I wiſh, ſaid You, I n&er had learn d to write. 
O let me turn ye from this Precipice: 
My Death will elſe exempt me from the Sight. | 
Burrhus ſhall ne'er be ſeen rout live Your Glory. 
It you perfiſt in ſuch a black Deſign, 
Behold this Breaſt, my Lord, this naked Breaſt, _ 
; He kneels to the Emperer, 
Pierce deep this Heart that can't approve your Purpole. 
Where are the Men that have inſpir d ye with it, 
Let them on Me eſſay their trembling Hand, 
I ice my Tears begin to move my Emp'ror. 
I fee bis Virtue ſtartles at their Fury. 
DO loſe not time, my Lord: Name, name the Wretches 
| That dar d to give ye theſe deſtructive Counſels. 
Send for your Brother, in his Arms forget — 
Nero. What ſay ye, Burrhus ! 
Bur. Yes, he hates ye not; 
pg | My Lord, he's wrong'd, I know his Innocence: 
I'll anſwer for him: He is all Obedience, 
I fly, to haſten uch a gentle Converſe. 
Nero. Do you and he expect me in my Chamber, [Exit Bur, 
Enter Narciſſus. 
Near. My Lord, the Poyſon's ready! All's prepar'd 
For this deſerved Death. The fam'd Locuſta 
: Officiouſly has ſtrand her utmoſt Art, 
For proof, ſhe try'd it on a Slave. The Wretch 
Lxpir'd in the inſtant at my Feet. 
The Sword's keen Edge ſevers the Thread ot Life 
Leſs quick than this new Potion, 1 
Nero. Tis enough: 


ö I fee thy Care, Narciſ us, and commend it: 
But will not have hee move a turther ſteps 


They F 


Nar, Do ye torbid 
| Ner. 
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Nero. Britannicus and I | 

Are enter'd into reconciling Meaſures; 

Nay. I would not go about to turn ye from't, 

My Lord: But he has lately felt a Priſon. 

Th' Affront will long fit treſh upon his Mind. 

There are no Secrets unexpior'd by Time. 

He'll come'to hear Narciſſus was the Hand 

Employ'd to give the Poiton Nero order'd. 

(May Heay'n avert it, it he ſo ſhould purpoſe) 

But He perhaps may do what You durſt not. 

Nero. Bis Heart is anſwer'd for, and I'll quell mine, 

Nar. Is Funia's Marriage to confirm the Tie? 

And do ye Sacritice ro Him your Love? 

Nero, You're too inquifitive. Be that as 'tw.ll, 

I now no longer count him as my Enemy. 

Nar. Then Agrippina's Promiſe will not fail: 

She has reſum'd her Sovereign Sway o'cr Nero. | 
Nero. How's this? what has ſhe ſaid? or w hat mean Tou? 
Nay. In publick Hearing ſhe has boalted —— n 
Nero. What? 5 
.Nar. That if ſhe were to {ee ye but a Moment, C 

This mighty Bluſter, all this Storm of Anger Ss 

Would dwindle and ſubſide in humble Silence; 

That You would be the firſt to ſign a Peace, 1 

Happy that ſhe would deign to make up Matters. 0 
Nero. But ſay Narciſſus, what wouldit have me do? 1 

I want not will to puniſh her Audaciounaels: 11 

Nor is't impoſſible her haſty Triumph V 

May ſoon be follow'd with eternal Mourning. 1 


But what will be the Language of the World? 12 
Wouldſt thou that Nero tread the Paths of Ty rants; B. 
That Rome, efficing all my glorious Titles * H 
Leave me no other Name but that of Pois'ner ? : N 
They'll call my Vengeance Parricide, what not? IX. 


Nar. Do you, my Lord, make their Caprice your Guide 3, 
Could ye expect they'd always hold their Peace? 
Is it for You ro mind the Vulgar Talk? 
How long will You your own Delires forego, 
And be the only Man you dare not trutt ? 
My Lord, you do not know the Roman People, 
They are not ſo licentious of their Tongue. 


You! 


” 
« | as : 


Br1iTANNICUS. 49 


Your Pow'r by ſo much Caution may be weaken'd, 

They'll think, my Lord, they merit to be fear'd. 

They have long ſmce been faſhion'd to the Yoak. 

The Hand that keeps em under, they adore. 

You'l! ever find em crouch to your Commands. 

Their Servile Forwardneſs fatigu'd Tiberius. 

My felt, inveſted with a borrow'd Power, 

Which I receiv'd from Claudius with my Freedom, 

A hundred times in my paſt Glory's Courſe 

Have try'd their Patience, but could never jade it. 

Do you the Blackneſs of one Pois'ning fear ? 

Diſpatch the Brother. caſt the Siſter trom ye, 

Rome, were they Innocent, will find em guilty, 

And ſend her Thanks to Heav'n in Clouds of Incenſe: 

You'll ſee her mark among th' unhappy Days, 

Thoſe which gave Birth to Brother. and to Siſter, 
Nero. Once more, I muft not, cannot under take it. 

I promis'd Buri has, nor could I refuſe him. 

1 will not by a ſecond Breach of Faith 

Furniſh his Virtue Arms againſt my felf. 


: Whenc'er He reaſons, feebly I reſiſt. 
Nor can I ever heir him, unconvinc'd. 


Nar. Burrhus. m y Lord, thinks wide from what he talks. 


| His artful Virtue menages his Credit. 


Or rather all of em concur in fearing, ; 


Left by this Blow their Pow'r ſhould be aboliſht; 


Then You, my Lord, were free; and theſe proud Maſters 
Would bend like Us before ye. Knnw ye not 

What they dare ſay, Nero“ not born for Empire: 

Ile neither Says nor Does but as he's taught; 

23 Burrhus condudts his Heart, and Seneca his Head. 


dc“ 


Four 


ic has no other Virtue no Ambition, 
No Excellence but Chariotee / ing. Sting 
Keciting Ver ſes en the publick Stage. 


But warrs by Proxy —— Give me Patience, Heav'n. 
Nero. Narciſſus, follow me. We'll take ſome courſe, 
{ Exeunt. 
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Turn'd tow'rds the Heavens with intent Regard ? 


But yet 1 fear. 
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ASST V. 


Euter Britannicus and Junia. 


Brit. ES, Madam, Neyo in his Chamber waits 
To ſeal our Friendſhip by a ſtrict Embrace, 

Thither he calls each gay, each youthful Courtier, 
That ſo the Banquet's Pomp and ſocial Pleaſures, 
May, in their Sight, confirm our Proteſtations, 
And add freſh Ardor to our new-ty'd Bonds. 
He quits his Love, the Source of ſo much Hatred, 
And makes You Sovereign Umpire of my Fate. 
As for my Part, tho' of my Rights diſpoil'd, 
Tho' with my Honours he adorns his Head, 
Yet fince he ceaſes to oppoſe my Love, 
And leaves me free Poſſeſſion of Your Heart, 
I muſt confeſs, in Secret I forgive him, 
And yield up all the reſt with leſs Regret: 

Shall Ino more be ſever'd from your Charms! 
And may I, without Danger, now behold 
Thoſe Eyes which neither Threats nor Sighs have moy'd, 
Thoſe Eyes which look't with Scorn on offer'd Empire! 

But hah! what new orbidding Fear is this, 
That bi idles in your Joy amidſt my Raptures? 
Why, whilſt 'm ſpeaking, are your troubled Eyes 


What is your Fear? 
Fun. | know it not, my felt: 


Brit. Does Funia love me? 

Fun. Why that needleſs Queſtion ? 

Brit. Nero no more our Happineſs diſturbs. 

Fun. But how are you aſſur'd that He's Sincere? 
Brit. Do ye ſuſpect him of a cover d Hatred? 


un. Nero to day lov'd Funia, vow'd your Ruin; D 
Now Her he ſhuns, and ſeeks out You. A Change A 
So great as this, is not a Moment's Work TT 

Brit. This, Madam, is the Work of Agrippina. Ye 
She thought My Death would bring along her Ruin. NM 
Thanks to her jealous Soul, our gr eateſt Foes He 


Have 
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Have for our Good employ'd their utmoſt Cares. 
I truſt the Zeal the ſhew'd. I Burrhus truſt, 
And ev'n believe his Mafter to be rrue. 
I think him like my ſelf, unapt for Treaſon; 
And that he frankly hates, or not at all, 
Fun. Make not a Judgment of your Heart by his. 
You two, my Lord, in 8 eps quite diff'rent tread, 
I've known the Court and Nero but a Day: 
Yet, if I dare to ſpeak my Mind, alas, 
How far is what they Say from what they Think! 
How lit le do the Mouth and Heart agree! } 
Wich how much Pleaſure do they break their Faith! | 
A ſtrange Abode for Funia ind Rritannicus! | 
Brit. Bur be his Friendſhip either true or f-ign'd, | 
If You fear Nero, is He free from Fear? | 
No, he will never by a Trait'rous Action 11 
Pull on his Head the People and the Senate. 1 
But why ſhould I ſuſpect it? he repents 
2 His laſt Injuſtice; and ev'n to Narciſſus 
Shew'd his Remorie. Ah Princets, had he told ye | 
Fun. But are you ſure Narciſſus don't betray ye? F 
J. Brit. Why would ye have me diffident of Him? | 
Fun, 1 know not: But, my Lord, your Life's at Stake. 
I every thing ſuſp ct, fear All are falſe. 
Nero | fear; I fear my owa II- fortune; | 
Spite of my elf, my trembling Heart is ſeiz d, 
ſtrange miſ· giving Doub's and black Fore-boadings. | 
What if this Peace, which you ſo much relie on, | 
Should hide ſome ſecret Snares againſt your Lite! 
$ What it the Emp'ror, at our Love enrag d. | 
Has choſe the Night to cover his Revenge! 
What if ev'n now he meditates your Ruin, 
And Zunia is no more to fee Britannicus ! 
Ah Prince! [She weebs. 
Brit. And does my lovely Funia weep! 
Does the deſcend to Tears, on my Account! | 1 
Amazing Good neſs Nero, fil'd with Splendor, 


J Thinks to ſeduce you with his Grandeur's Witchcraft; 
Yet Here, where | am ſhunn'd, and He ador'd, 
My Mis'ry you preter to Nero's Pomo!” 
Heay'ns tis too much! in th: ſme Day and Place 
vt © 2 To 


; 
| 
( 
| 


— 


3 BRITANNI CVS. 


To ſcorn his Scepter, and to weep for me! 

But, Madam, wipe away thoſe precious Drops; 
Soon my Return ſhall diſſipate your Fears. 
Should 1 ſtay longer it would breed Suſpicion. 
Farewel: I, with a Heart brim-full of Love, 
Will go, and in the midſt of revelling Youth 
Sce none but Funia, think of none but Her. 

Fun. Prince — 

Brit. I am ſtay'd for, Madam. and muſt go. 

Jun. At leaſt continue here till you are ſent for. 

Euter Agrippina. 

Agr. Why ſtay you here, my Lord? Nero impatient, 
Regrets your Abſence: All the Gueſts ſuipend 
Their Mirth and Pleaſure till You rwo Embrace, 

Then let not a Deſire fo ardent languiſh: 
But haſte away; while We Ofavia vilit. 
Brit. Go, charming Funia; be thy Mind ſerene, 
And make my Siſter happy with thy Preſence. 
So faon as I'm at liberty, Great Empreſs, {To Apr. 
Il come and pay my Thanks for your high Favours. (Exit. 
Agr. Madam, or Im deceiv'd, or at your Pai ting 
Some Tears eclips'd the Luſtre of your Eyes 
May I be told what Trouble torm'd that Cloud ? 
Doubt ye a Peace whoſe Workmanſhip | boalt? 
Fun. After th' uneaſie Cares this Day has coft me, 
My ruled Spirits are as yet ualſerttled, 
As yet, alas, I ſcarce conceive this Miracle. 
Ev'n tho' your Goodneſs all Obltruftion conquers, 
Inconſtancy is common in a Court, 

And Love is ever by ſome Fear attended. [ Face, 
Agr. Enough: I've ſpoke: All things have chang d their 
My Foreſight leaves no room for your Suſpicion. 
Vi! arſwer for the Peace which I've ſccn 1worn to. 

Nero has giv'n me Pledges too (cure. 

Ah! had ye ſeen with what endearing Fondneſs, 
With what Careſlings he renew'd his Promiſc! 
His Arms at parting ſcarce could leave their Hold. 
His eaſie Goodneſs, o'er his Face diffus d, ; 
Ar firſt reveal'd ev'n his minuteſt Secrets. 

Like a relenting Child, he flew, o'crjoy'd 

Jo own his Faults upon his Mother's Bolom, 
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But ſoon reſuming a more ſerious Mein 

(That of an Emp'ror, who conſults his Mother) 

His Confidence did to my Ear commit 

Secrets, on which depend the Fate of Mortals, 

No, 1 muſt here conteis it to his Glory, 

His Heart no Malice harbours: Our I't-wiſhers 

Had agataſt Us abus d his caliz Temper. 

But in its turn their Pow'r at length declines, 

Rome now ſhall once again know Agr!ppine, 

Already they her very Name 2dore. 

But let us go, and with Octavia cnd 

A Day as Happy as I thought i Fatal. 

Hah! what's this Noife! what Tumult do I hear? 

What can it be? | 
Fun. Good Heay'n preſerve Britanmcns ! 

Enter Burrhus, 
Agr. Burrhus, where run ye? Stop. What is the Cauſe! 
Bur. Madam, tis done: Britanmicus Expiress 
Jun. I-tated Prince! 
Agr. Expires? 
Bur. Or rather's dead. 
Jun. Pardon my Tranſports, Madam: I will co 

And aid Bri:armicns, or die my (elf, Exit jun. 
Agr. O Burrhus, what an Enterprize was this! 

Bur, Madam. eis ſuch as I can ne'er ſurvive : 

Vil leave the Emp'ror, and this fatal Court. 
Agr, What! without Horror thed his Brother's Blood ! 
Bur, With no {mall Myſt'ry this Detign was manag't. 

Scarce had the Emp'ror Gen his Brother enter, 

He rifes,, runs and folds him in his Arms; 

The Gueſts are ſilent: Cæſar takes a Goblet: 

To end the Day auſpiciouſiy (14s he, 

pour forth the Primitie of this Cup. 

Immortal Pow'rs who witneſs this Eſfis/:0n, 

Propitious, bleſs our re- united Bonds ! 

Britannicus prepares to Vow the like: 

Narciſſus fills the Cup: But ſcarce his Lips 

Had touch't the Brim, when, (not the Sword produces 

Such quick Effects) the Rotes leave his Cheeks, 

The Light his Eyes, back ou his Bed he drops, 

Irrevecably gone, and lockt in Death, 
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Judge with what Conſternation all are ſtruck. 
Some fly the Place with (rightful Shrieks; But thoſe 
Who had been longer practis'd to a Curt 
Compoſe their Countenance by that of Ceſar. 
He, on his Bed reclin'd, ſhew'd no Cencern. 
This Ilinsfs which fo very much Alarms ye, 
Has oft, ſays he, attack'd him without danger. 
In vain Narciſſus makes a ſhew of Sorrow, 
His Traitrous Joy burſts thro' his forc'd Afﬀtliction, 
For me, let Nero think on't as he pleaſes, 
i preſt my Way thro' his abhorr'd Retinue; 
Confounded at fo black a Deed I haſten'd 
To mourn Britannicus the State, and Ceſar. 
Agr. He comes, You'll ſee it is not 1 iuſpire him. 
Enter Neto and Narciſſus. 
Nero. [S:emg Agr.] Ye Gods! 
Agr. Stay, Nero. I ſhall ſoon ha' done, 
Britannicus is dead, I know the Means, 
I know the Murderer. 
Nero. Who, Madam? 
Agr. You, 
Nero, I! 
No Miſchief happens but I'm guilty of it. 
And if your wild Diſcourſes gain'd Belief 
Tvvas I too cut the Thread ot Claudius Life. 
His Son you lov'd: His Death you may regret. 
But can I anſwer for the Strokes of Fate? 
Agr. No, no; Britannicus by Poiſon dy'd: 
Narciſſus did the Deed which you directed. 
Nero. Who can infuſe ſuch Thoughts into your Sou! ? 
Nar. How are you hurt, my Lord, by this Suſpicion ? 
Madam, Britannicus had ſecret Plots 
Which might hba'giv'n ye juſter Cauſe of Grief. 
His Aims were not conhn'd to Funia's Bed. 
Ev'n for your Favours he'd ha' puniſht ye. 
You were deceiv'd in Him: His ulcer'd Heart 
Had one Day call'd ye to ſevere Account. 
Whe: her then Fortune has, unlookt for, ſery'd ye, 
Or whether Cæſar, of the Plots inform'd, 
Which taucht his Life, to me reterr'd his Safety; 
Mam, leave Tears to thoſe who are your Foes, 
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Let ſuch regard this Accident as Fatal, 
But you 
Agr Go on; with ſuch Adviſers. Nero, 
You'll fignalize your Reign by brave Exploits, 
Go on, This Deed can never de your laſt. 
Your Hand has with a Brother's Blood begun, 
And on your Mother's your next Stroke will fall. 
You'll be at laſt fatigu'd with acting Crimes. 
Gall'd with the Yoak of Gratitude. thou'lt {eek 
To free thee from the Mem'ry of my Favours. 
But thou ſhalt reap no Profit from my Death: „ 
Think not I'll leave thee quiet when I dye; 
Rome, Heav'n, the Light which thou from Me receiy'd(t 
Shall ſet me to thy riew each Step, each Moment. 
Remorſe ſhall like a Fury haunt thee. Thou 
By new Barbarities ſhalt think to calm her. 
Thy Rage ftill growing wilder in its Courſe, 
Shall mark each Minute of thy Life with Blocd. | 
But Heav'n 1 hope, tir'd with thy Crimes at length, | 
Will add thy Ruin to fo many Victims, 
And force thee, who delighteſt thus in Blood, 
To ſhed thy own, for want of ſome kind Hand; 
And Nero's Name in After-times be thought 
The cruelſt Brand to the molt cruel Tyrants. . 
This I foretel. Adieu: You may depart. | 
Nero. Narciſſus follow me. [ Ex. Ner, and Nar: 
Agr. Alas how blindly | | 
To hear Narciſſus I rejected Burrhus! 
Obſerv'd ye the ſtern Look, vindictive Frown 
Nero lancht at me as he left the Place? 
"Tis done. Nought now can ſtop the cruel Wretch: 
The Blow which was foretold me now will come, F 
Nor will You in your Turn eſcape his Rage. 
| 


Bur. Alas, I've liv'd a Day too long already: 
Would Heav'n his Hand had, fortunately Cruel, 
Eſſa yd on Me his Fury's firſt Attempt! 
And not have giv'n me thus too ſure an Earneſt 
Of the approaching Miſeries of my Country! 
The Deed alone is not what grieves my Soul; 
(His Jealouſie might arm him 'gainſt his Brother) 
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But, Madam, if I may explain my Sorrow, 
Nero. with Look unchang'd, beheld him dye: 
His Eyes already have attain'd the Firmneſs 
Of Tyrants harden'd in their Guilt from Childhood. 
But let him make an end, and rid his Court 
Of one who cannot ſooth him in his Crimes; 
Far from endeavouring to avoid his Wrath, 
The quickeſt Death will be to Me the Pieaſing'ſt! 
Enter Albina, 
Alb, Ah, Madam—ah, my Lord—fly to th' Emperor; 
Run and ſave Ceſar trom his own Deſpair. 
He is for ever ſeparated from Funia. | 
Ar. Say ſt thou, has Juni ber own Life deſtroy'd? 
Als, To ſting the Emp'ror with eternal Anguith, 
Furia, to Him is (without dying) dead. 
You kno how haſtily ſhe ſhor from hence, 
Her Steps ſeem'd tending to Odtavias Chamber. 
Bur ſoon ſhe took a different Way. | follow d; 
Deſp'rate ſhe flies from forth the Palace Gates, 
Strait ſhe perceives the Statue of Arugu/tus 
There, bathing with her Tears his me bled Feet 
Which in her {training Arms the cla/p's: O Prince, 
Proted, ſaid the, the Remnant of thy B'ood! 
Rome, in thy Palace now beholds aſſaſſni'd 
Him, who of all thy Race came neareſt Thee. 
In vain they ſtrive to make me perſur d to him: 
I to preſerve my Faith. do here, O Prince, 
De vote my kl to theſe Immortal Powers, 
Whoſe Altars (for thy Virtue) thou d ſhare. 
Mean time the People, at the Sight amaz'd, 
Run from all Parts in Cds, ſurround the Princeſs, 
Are ſoften'd with her Tears, lament her Fate, 
And with one common Voice eſpouſe her Cauſe. 
They lead her to the Temple, whe:c ſo long 
Our dedicated Virgins have preſery'd 
The precious Pledge of ever-burnirg Fire. 
Cæſar beholds their March, but tears to ſtop em. 
Narciſſus bolder, breaking thro” the Preſs, 
Begius co lay his impious Hands on Zuni. 
His Raſhneis with a thouſand Wouuds is puniſht. 
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His Brains daſh'd out, beſprinkle unia's Habit, 
Caſar at this intimidated leaves her 
Amid the guarding Vulgar; and returns. 
All fly his Savage Silence. Furia's Name 
Is all he ſpeaks: He ſtalks about at random; 
Nor dare he lift his haggard Eyes to Heav'n. 
'Tis fear'd when Night and Solitude combine, 
His Grief may cauſe him to attempt his Life. 
Time preſſes: Fly. There wants but a Caprice, 
And he Deſtroys himſelf. - 
Agr. He'd do but Juſtice, ©” * 
But let's go ſee how far hs Tranſports puſh him, 
Compunction may perhaps produce ſome Change, 
Bur. Pray Heaven this prove the laſt of Nero's Crimes 
[ Exennt me. 


: 


